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ADVERTISEMENT. 


1 Duty of Fſalmody, when properly attend- 
ed to, is certainly one of the moſt noble and ele- 
tating Parts of divine Wor ftap. And, it muſt be con- 
ed, we have beth very happy for many Years, in the 
ample Proviſion, which has been made by various Au- 
thors, for the rational and edifying Performance of 
this Duty. But fill it has been thought, that a Cor.» 
LECT1ON of the beft; Compoſitions of this Kind, com- 
prehentling an adequate Variety of Subjects, and theſe 
Subjefts arranged in the moſt orderly Manner, would, 
le an acceptable Strvice to the Chriſtian Church. 


The Method of. Anging without reading Line by 
Line, which has been long fence recommended by Dr. 
Watts, we cannot but think, is by far the moſt eligi- 
ble, Or, if there are any Congregations where this 
Method of. finging cannot be convemently introduced, 

u maght, perhaps, in ſome Meaſure remedy the Inton- 
ence, as the ſame Author obſerves, were as many 
could do it, to bring Books with them, and look on 
e Words while they fing, ſo far as to make the Senſe 
mbleat, Now fuck a Colleclion as ts above propoſed, 4 
ld enable us at once to enjoy the united Labors of > 
ious Authors, and to perform this Part of Worſhip = 
: the defirable Manner here recommended | 
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It is true, ſeveral Collections of this Nature hav: 
been already publiſhed. Nor would me preſume ta de. 
cide on .their. reſpefive Merits Vet we have- thouy/: 
there was ſufficient Room for Improvement, and have 
attempted it in the Collection now offered to the Public. 


In this Colleftion, there will be found as many 
original Compoſitions, as make nearly a fourth 
Part of the Volume. Many other Hymns, which art 
here inſerted, have never before appeared in any Work 
calculated for public Worſhip : And thoſe very pot- 
tical ones particularly, whach have the Signature, M, 
annexed to them, and -which are borrowed from th: 
late Rev. Mr. Merrick's Verſion of the Pſalms ar: 
not, in that ingenious Author's own Publication of 
them, divided into Stanzas, As to the reſt, where any 
little Alterations appeared neceſſary, by Way of Accor. 
modation to our Purpoſe, we have taken the * 
to make them, 


The many excellent OE with which our Collcr- 
tion has been enriched, taken from two Volumes 0 
Poems on Subjects chiefly Devotional, and wh: 
hear the Signature, T, the Author has been ſo kind a 


to reviſe for this Publication: And has likewife fo. 


vored the Editors with ſeveral valuable Original. 
which bear the ſame Signature. They think themſe/re 


alſo much indebted to their various other Friends, wh 


Aan 


LV. 


8 iave kindly contributed any original Pieces to thi: 
wi Collection. 
4 Me have only to add, ſhould the great Head of the 


d Church ſmile on this Attempt to aſſiſt the Devotion of 
our Fellow Chriſtians, and render it uſeful, either in the 
Cloſet, the Family, or in the Houſe of God for which 

is more eſpecially deſigned, we ſhall think ourſ lves 
amply repaid for the Labor we have beſtowed upon it. 


2 Balsrot, Sept. 27, JOHN ASH, 
M, 1769, CALEB EVANS, 
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To find any HYMN by the krll Line of it. 


A. 


' Hyme, 
A wretched Souls, who ſtrive in vain 286 
Aid us celeſtial Power — 333 

Alas! how faſt our Moments fly! — 297 
Alas! this adamantine Heart — 130 


Alas ! what frail, what tottering Things 394 
All glorious God, what Hymns of Praiſe 400 


All hail, incarnate God! 358 
Almighty Author of my Frame — 46 
And art Thou with us, gracious Lord 236 
And did the Holy and the Juſt — 383 


And is it yet dear Lord a Doubt — 259 

And now my Soul, another Year —— 575 

And ſhall we till be Slaves — 276 

And will the Judge deſcend ? 

And will the Lord thus condeſcend — 13 

And why. do our admiring Eyes — 35⁰ 
A. 4 


A TABLE, &c. 


LE Hymn 
Angels roll the Rock away — 
Another fix Days Work is done — 306 
Ariſe, and hail the happy Day — 96 
Attend my Ear, my Heart rejoice — 410 
Attend, while God's exalted Son —— 133 
Attend, ye Children of your God; — 372 
Awake, awake the ſacred Song — 88 
Awake, my drowſy Soul — 69 
Awake, my Soul, to Hymns of Praiſe — 32 
Awake, my Soul, ſtretch every Nerve oo, 
Awake, our drowſy Souls 907 
Awake, ye Saints, and raiſe your Eyes — 297 


B, 


Before Jehovah's awful Throne 3 26 
Begin the high celeſtial Strain | 
Begin, ye Saints, ſome heavenly Theme — 82 
Behold how Sinners diſagree — 220 
Behold I come, (the Savior cries) — 407 
Behold the lofty Sky — — 
Behold th' amazing Sight 
Behold the Wretch whoſe Luſt and Wine 217 
Behold the Sons, the Heirs of God — 
Behold what wonderous Grace — 

Benign Creator, bounteous Lord — 36 


Beſet with Snares on every Hand 
Bewilder'd in the Shades of Night 
Bleſs'd are the humble Souls that ſee 
Bleſs'd Jeſus, all divine! 

Bleſs'd Jeſus, how divinely bright! 
Bleſs'd Morning, whoſe firſt dawning Rays 311 
Bleſs, O my Soul, th” eternal God — 33g 
Blow ye the Trumpet, blow — 153 
Burden'd with Guilt, and pale with Fear 216 
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5 c. 

| | | Hymn 
Call a bright Council in the Skies — 132 
Chriſt the Lord is riſen to Day  —=— 104 


Come bleſs the Lord, the Juſt, the Good, 30 
Come, bleſſed Jeſus, quickly come — 187 
Come, condeſcending Savior, come — 211 
Come, happy Souls, approach your God 137 
Come heavenly Love, inſpire my Song — 129 
Come, holy Spirit, heavenly Dove — 161 
Come, holy Spirit, heavenly Dove — 922 
Come, let us gift our joyful Eyes —— 166 
Come, let us join the rapturous Songs — 412 
Come Lord, and warm each languid Heart 402 
Come, magnify the Lord with me — 232 
Come ſpread His Praiſe abroad — 32 

Come tune, ye Saints, your nobleſt Strains 102 

Come, Thou Defire of all Thy Saints — 326 
Come weary Souls, with Sin diſtreſt — 146 
Come, ye that love the Savior's Name — 126 
Conceiv'd in Sin, O wretched State — 84 
Could we but hear the Savior ſay —— 169 


D. 


Dear Reſuge of my weary Soul — 20 
Death, with his dread Commiſhon ſeal'd 24 
Deep are the Wounds which Sin has made 11 
Do not 1 love Thee, O my Lord —— 257 


E. 


Enquire, ye Pilgrims, for the Way — 374 
Eternal God, we bleſs Thy Name —— 74 
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Hyram 
Eternal Power ! whoſe high Abode me 
Eternal Power, almighty 9 — 18 
Eternal Source of every Joy! — 74 
Eternal Source of Joys divine — 204 
Eternal Spirit, Source of Light 2904 


Eternal Sovereign of the Sky — 332 


Eternal. Wiſdom, Thee we praiſe — 37 
F. 


Faith adds new Charms to earthly Bliſs — 234 
Faith leads to Joys beyond the Sky — 23g 
Faith !—'tis a precious Grace — 232 
Far from theſe narrow Scenes of Night — 40. 
Father of all, Thy Care we bleſs — 362 


Father of Mercies, in thy Word — 75 


Father of Mercies ſend Thy Grace — 30 
Father of Peace, and God of Love — 289 
Fountain of Bleſſing, ever bleſs d — 42 
Frequent the Day of God returns — 312 
From the dark Borders of Deſpaiv «—— 21g 


G. 


Give Thanks to God moſt high 7 
Give Thanks to God, He „ Nn — 2 

Cod my Strength, to Thee I pr — = 
God of my Li \ through all its . — 6s 
God of my Life, Thy conſtant Care — 73 
God of my Life, to Thee belong —— 247 


God of Salvation, we adore — 179 
Grace ! 'tis a charming Sound — 177 
Gracious Jeſus, Thee I love — 6 


Great how infinite art Thou! — 4 


[1 | 
A TABLE, &&. 
3 Hymn 


Great God! rr ſhall employ. — 8 
Great God of Glory and of Grace — 138 
Great God of Wonders! all Thy Ways 188 
Great God, before whoſe piercing Eye — 16g 
= God, ſhould Thy ſeyerer Eye — - 227 
zreat God, the Heavens Thy Name declare 29x 
Great God, this ſacred Day of Thine — 30 
Great God, attend while Sion fings — 316 
Great God of Hoſts, attend our Prayer — gg5 
Great God of Heaven and Nature riſe — 338 
Great God, thy watchful Care we bleſs 344 
Great is the Lord, His Power unknown 14 
Great is the Lord our God 347 
Great King of Kings, eternal God —— 319 
Great Source of Being and of Love — 333 


Had we the Tongues of Greeks and Jews 264 
Hail bleſs'd Immanuel, bright immortal King 133 
Hail everlaſting Spring! — 110 
Hail great Immanuel all divine — 210 
Hail, hai), reviv'd reviving Spring — 35 
Hail Progeny divine! 85 
Happy the Heart where Graces reign — 255 
Happy the Souls who truſt in God — 249 
Happy the Soul whoſe Wiſhes climb — 272 
Hark ! for 'tis God's own Son that calls 277 
Hark ! the glad Sound! The Savior comes 9; 
Hark, the Herald Angels fing — | 
Hark! 'Tis our heavenly Leader's Voice 291 
High let us ſwell our tuneful Notes —— 91 
Hoſanna, with a cheerful Sound — 70 
Hoſanna to the Prince of Light ——— 107 


NR 


A "TABLE," A. 
Hymn 


How are Thy Servants bleſs'd, O Lord 199 
How beauteous are their Feet — 349 
How condeſcending and how kinßd — 382 


How did our Hearts rejoice to hear — 3193 


How glorious Lord art Thou! 


395 


How greatly bleſs'd the Man, whoſe Ear 404 


How happy is the Chriſtian's State — 274 

How happy is the Pilgtim's Lot — 284 
How helpleſs, guilty Nature lies — 157 
How long, O Lord, ſhall we complain 231 

How long ſhall Death the Tyrant reign 396 
How many Doubts and Fears prevail — 219 
How moſt exact is Nature's Frame —— 13 
How pleas'd and bleſs'd was I | 314 
How ſhall I dare approach the Lord — 164 


How ſweet and awful is the Place 385 
How ſweet Thy Dwellings, Lord, how fair! 317 
I. 

If there are Paſſions in my Soul — 266 
I love the Lord; but ah! how far — 262 
Immortal God, on Thee we call — 19 
Immortal King, through Earth's wide Frame 17 
In all our vaſt Concerns with Thee — 16 
In glad Amazement, Lord we ſtand — 51 
In one harmonious cheerful Song — 279 
In vain the duſky Night retires — 212 
In vain the erring World enquires 198 
In vain we laviſh out our Lives — 143 
Iſrael rejoice and Judah ſing — 337 
It is the Lord of Glory calls — 230 


Jehovah reigns, His Throne is high — 12 
Jehovah ! 'tis a glorious Name — 194 
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eſus, and didſt Thou condeſcend wk 
Teſus full of all Compaſſion | 

eſus, how precious is Thy Name! — 120 
e I love Thy charming Name — 


eſus, in Thee our Eyes behold ——— 10 
eſus, in Thy tranſporting Name —— 
eſus my Lord, how rich Thy Grace — 303 


Jeſus our kind aſcended Lord  —— 378 

Jeſus! O Word divinely wet — 

Jeſus, the Lord, aſcended high — 122 
oin all the glorious Names awe 


Join every Tongue to praiſe the Lord -- 
Joy to the World, the Lord is come, — 123 


Kh 
Keep Silence all created Things _— 
Let all the Fleathen Writers join — 58 


Let every mortal Ear attend — 142 
Let Children learn the mighty Deeds — g6g 
Let others boaſt their ancient Line —— 171 


Let party Names no more — 360 
Let Sion's Heaven-devoted Mount — 330 
Let Sion's Waich-men all awake — 343 


Lo! from the Lord wy Help defcends 275 
Lo! He cometh, countleſs Trumpets — 411 
Lo! what an entertaining Sight 361 
Long had Earth's numerous Nations fought gz 
Long have we ſat beneath the Sound — g24 
Lord at Thy Feet we Sinners lis — — 21; 
Lord, at Thy Temple we appear — 95 


1 
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Lord, how myfterious are Thy Ways! — 242 
Lord, I confeſs my numerous Faults — 158 
Lord, if Thine Eyes furvey out Faults — 86 
Lord, in this wretched Vale of Tears — 246 
Lord, Thou haſt ſeatch'd and ſeen methro* 14 
Lord, we adore Thy botiridlefs Grace — 147 
Lord, we come before Thee now — giz 
Lord, what our Ears long ſince have known 329 
Lord ! what a wretched Land is this — 28g 
Lord, when my Thoughts delighted rove 100 
Lord, when our raptur'd Thought furveys 22 
Lord, where ſhall guilty Souls retire , — 1g 
Loud, let the tunefut Trumper fourd — 1582 


M. 


Man has a Soul of vaſt Deſifes — 1 


Mark the ſoft falling Snow 
May God His favoring Ear incline — 


40 


52 
Miſtaken Souls! that dream of Heaven 798 | 
My God, my Hope, if Thou art mine — 190 

9 


My God, my King, to Thee I'll raiſe , — | 5 

My God, my Portion, and my Love — 195 
My God, ſhall I forever mourn — 174 
My Maker and my King ——— 2 

My riſing Soul with ſtrong Defires 
My Soul attempt His Praiſe — 
My Soul ſorſak es her vain Delights 
My Soul how lovely is the Place E 
My Soul lies cleaving to the Duft — 2 
My Soul, with all thy waken'd Powers — 1 
My waken'd Soul, extend thy Wings — , 46d 


N. 


Naked as from the Earth we came — 241 
Nature and all her Works ſhall fig 40 
Not all the outward Forms om Earth — 154 
Now let a true Ambition riſe — 2 


377 


join 
Now let the liſtening World around — 149 
Now let us raiſe our cheerful Strains, — 121 
Now tothe Lord a humble Seng! — 134 


O. 


— 202 
nw 1 
wy Choice * = 13 

0 thet 'fix'd'my Choice — 37 
Ober Wage Man, whoſe Ear — _— 
O Lord, how glorious is Thy Name — 61 
O Lord how oft do I tranſgreſs — 366 
O Lord, Our heavenly King — — 9 
On Thee great Ruler of the Skies — 201 
On Wings of Love the Chriſtian flies — 282 
Ones more, my Soul, 'the'rifing Day — 67 
O Sion tune thy Voice 4 359 
© that the Lord would guide our Ways — 29 
O-that we knew the ſecret Place —— 2: 
O Thou; whoſe tender Mercy hears — 2g 
Our Father, high enthron'd above — 41 


Var nevoroccaſfing Songs ſhall ſhow ¶ — 83 
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1 Hymn 

10 Parent of univerſal Good! — 293 

1 Peace, tis the Lord Jehovah's Hand — 240 

1 Plung'd in a Gulph of dark Deſpair — 134 

0 Praiſe, everlaſting Praiſe, be paid EVE $ 1 
| 


Praiſe, O praiſe, the Name divine 58 
Praiſe to the radiant Source of 'Bliſs . — 270 


1 Praiſe to Thy Name, eternal Gd — 228 
* Praiſe ye the Lord, let Praiſe employ) — 44 | 


Praiſe ye the Lord, our Hearts ſhall join — 48 
Praiſe ye the Lord immortal Choir! | — 64 


| | | Praiſe ye the Lord: Oh bliſsful Theme — g4 
: Proclaim, ſaith Chriſt, my wonderous Grace 971 


N . — 2 8 90 
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Purge me Lord, from Guilt that lies — 158 a 
i | ' n + 63 bas 0 9 , 
Raiſe, thoughtleſs Sinner, raiſe hine Eye 369 | 
7 Rejoice, the Savior reigns, ' {4 — 124 
\F Rejoice, ye Righteous, in the Lord! — 21 
WW . Return, my roving Heart, return 365 
| Riſe, Sun of Glory, ſhine reveal'd. -— 200 
1 | 14 5b norton mm {3 | 
| vi , W 1 8. 1:5 a0 _ : — 
Ld | ; - 120 $312 EDT} IO nete 
| Sad Priſoners in a Houle of Clay — g98 


Salvation! O melodious Sound — 175 
Salvation! oh, the joyfal Sound — 176 
Savior of Men and Lord of Love | —— 128 
Shall Atheiſts dare inſult the Croſs. + — 354 
1 Shall loyal Nations hail the Day +. — 127 
4 Shepherd of Iſrael, bend thine Er — 345. 
| \ Shepherds, rejoice, liſt up your Eyes —- 90 
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Shew Pity Lord, O Lorl forgive — 222 
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5 . 1 1 d Hymn 
Shine, Mighty God, on Britain ſhine — g48 


Shout, for the bleſſed Jeſus reigns 2 
Since Thy Mercies ot old K — my 

Sing to the Lord, let Praiſe inſpire — gg 
| Sing to the Lord Jehovah's Name — 323 
Sing to the Lord ſome new- taught Song 45 
Sing ye Redeemed of the Lord 375 
g Sing, ye Sons of Might, O ſing — 38 


Sion rejoice, and Judah ſing — 332 
| Sleep, downy Sleep, come cloſe mine Eyes 72 
Soft Seaſon of Repoſe — — 71 
Sons of Men behold Him far — 65 
; Sovereign of all the Worlds on high — 172 
Povereign of Heaven, Thine Empire ſpreads 356 
Sovereign of Life before Thine Eye — 389 
Stretch'd on the Croſs the Savior dies — 99 
Pure I muſt love the Savior's Name — 261 


Pweet is the Work, my God, my King, 309 
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Teach me the Meaſure of my Days — 18 
The Earth and all the heavenly Frame 28 
The God of Jacob choſe the Hill — 342 
he God of Love will ſure indulge — 393 
4 he glorious Armies of the Sky — 36 
The great Creator wiſe and good — 192 
The great Redeemer we adore — 370 
the Heavens declare Thy Glory Lord — 357 
Lhe joyful Morn, my God, is come — 320 
The King of Heaven His Table ſpreads 384 
The Lord deſcending from above — 140 
The Lord is kind in all His Ways — 300 
The Lord is my Shepherd my Guardian and 
3 


2 


Guide — 21 
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Hymn 


When the firſt Parents of our Race . — 130 
When we can read our Title, olear, — 244 
Where ſhall that Man be found: ': ws 269 
Where'er Thy Name isktrown -, .. — 446 
While on the Verge of Life I ſland 399 
While to the Grave our Friends are borne 391 
Whilſt we ſurround this faored Board 8 
Who ſhall aſcend Thy holy Place — 328 
Why do we mourn departed Friends — 90 
Why droops my Soul with Grief oppreſt? 117 
Why is my Heart ſo far from Thee — 29 

Why, oh my Heart, theſe, anxions Cares 29 

Why, oh my Soul, why weepeſt Thou — 221 
Why ſhould my Spirit cleave to Earth — 193 
Why will you laviſh out your Years — 191 
With all our Powers of Heart and Tongue go1 
With Extaſy of Joy — — 111 
With Joy commemorate the Grace . — 23g 
With patient Hope my God Liought. — 237 
With Reverehce'let the Saints appear — 318 
With Songs and Honors ſounding loud — 39 
With Thee great God the Stores of Light 68 
With Tranſport, Lord, our Souls proclaim 119 

7 1 ie een 35 
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Ye bleſs'd Inhabitants of Heaven 
Ye glittering Toys of Earth, adieu 
Ye Hearts with youthful Vigor warm 

Ye humble Souls complain no more 
Ye humble Souls rejoice — 
Ye humble Souls, that ſeek the Lord 

Ye mourning Sinners, here difcloſe — 
Ye Priſoners, who in Bondage lie- 
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Hymn 
Yes, the Redeemer roſe 103 
Ye Servants of the Lord — 287 
Ye Sons of Men, with Joy record — 49 
Ye Sons of Sion, praile the Lord — 55 
Ye tranſient Scenes of Earth farewell — 20; 
Ye Tribes of Adam join — — 62 
Ye Works of God, on Him alone — 43 
Ye Worlds of Light, that roll ſo near — 112 
Ye wretched hungry ſtarving Poor — 144 
Yet ſaith the Lord, if David's Race — 17 
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8 HYMN I. Long Miaſure. 


The Heavens declare the Being and Glory of ms i 


EY ſpac ious Firmament on high, 

With all the blue ethereal Sky, 1 998 
And ſpangled Heavens, a ſhining Frame, 
Their great * F 


\ Th unweary'd 1 from Day to Day, 2. 
Does his Creator's Power Diſplay, | 
And publiſhes to every Land, 

The Work of an almighty Hand. 


Soon as the Seni Shades beni, | 
The Moon takes up the wonderous Tale. 
And nightly, to the liſtening Earth, 
Repeats the Story of her Birth; 


Whilſt all the Stars, that round her burn, 
And all the Planets, in their, Turn, 
Confirm the Tidings, as they roll, 

And ſpread the Truth from Pole to Pole. 


What though, 1n ſolemn Silence. all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial Ball; 
What though nor real Voice nor Sound 
Amid their radiant Orbs be ſound; 


In Reaſon's Ear they all rejoice, 

And utter ſorth a glorious Voice, 

For ever ſinging, as they ſhine, | 

The Hax that made us is Divixe,” 
B 4 


1 2 
1 "SI HYMN II. Long Meafure. 
The Voice ef the Creatures, 


1 122 is a God, all Nature ſpeaks, 
Through Earth, and Air, and Seas, and Skies: 

See, from the Clouds His Glory breaks, 

When the firſt Beams of Morning riſe. 


The riſing Sun, ſerenely bright, 

| O'er the wide World's extended Frame, 
1 Inſcribes in Characters of Light, 
U His mighty Maker's glorious Name. 


1 Diffuſing Life, His Influence ſpreads, 
17/1 And Health and Plenty ſmile around; 
" And fruitful Fields, and verdant Meads 

Are with a thouſand Bleſſings crown'd. 


- 
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in Almighty Goodneſs, Power divine 

| Th Fields and verdant Meads diſplay ; | 
And bleſs the Hand, which made them ſhine, 
With various Charms profuſely gay. 


1 For Man and Beaſt, here, daily Food 

} In wide diffuſive Plenty grows; 
And there, for Drink, the cryſtal Flood 
In Streams ſweet winding, gently flows. 


By cooling Streams, and ſoftening Showers, 
The vegetable Race are fed; 1 
And Trees, and Plants, and Herbs, and Flowers, 
Their Maker's Bounty ſmiling ſpre ad. 


ww, 5 — 
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| | ac i 
The flowery Tribes, all blooming, tiſe 
Above the weak Attempts of Art; fre! 


Their bright, 'immitable Dyes 
Speak ſweet ConviRion to the Heart. 


Ye curious Minds, Who roam abroad, | 7 = 
And trace Creation's Wonders o'er, N | 


Confeſs the Footſteps of Tux: GO 7 
And bow before Him, and adore, ''' 


HY MN III. Common Meaſure. 
Tue Eternity of Cad. 


19 didft, O mighty God, exiſt 
Eer Time began its Race, 

Before the ample Elements 
Fill'd up the Voids of Space. 


Before the ponderous earthly: Globe 41 
In fluid Air was ſtay'd; 707 

Before the Ocean's mighty Springs 
Their liquid Stores diſplay d. 


E'er Men ador'd or Angels knew, 
Or prais'd Thy wonderous Name; 

Thy Bliſs, O ſacred Spring of Life! 
And Glory were the ſame, © 


And when the Pillars of the World, 
With ſudden Ruin, break ; 

And all this vaſt, and oodly Frame 

Sinks in the mighty Wreck: | 
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When from her Orb the Moon ſhall art," | 
Th aſtoniſh'd Sun roll back ; 
While all the trembling ſtarry ain 

Their ancient Courſe ſorſaxe: la 
” For ever permanent and fix'd, 

From Agitation free, 
Unchang'd, in everlaſting Years, | | 

Shall Thy Exiſtence be. 


HA VM N. IV. Common Meaſure. 
God's eternal Dominion. 


REAT God, how infinite att Thou! 
What worthleſs Worms are we! 
Let the whole Race of Creatures bow, 
And pay their Praiſe to Thee. 


Thy Throne'eternal Ages ſtood, 
E*er Seas or Stars were made; 

Thou art the ever-living God, 
Were all the Nations dead. 


Nature and Time quite naked lie 
To Thine immenſe Survey, 

From the Formation of the Sky 
To the great Burning Day. 


Eternity, with all its Vears, 
Stands preſent i in Thy Vie; 

To Thee there's Nothing old appears, 
To Thee there's Nothing new. 


C5] 


Our Lives through various Sceries are Feat 


And vex'd With trifling Canes ; - 


While Thinetternal A moves on 


Thine undiſturb'd Affairs. 


Great God, how infinite art Thou ! 
What worthflefs Worms are we! 


Let the whole Rate of Creatures bow, e 


And pay their Praiſe to Thee. 
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Hy MN . len lige. 


The ref of God. 


* 


8 God! Thy Glories ſhall dap 
Our holy Fear, our humble Joy; 
Our Lips, in Songs of Honor, bring 

Their Tribute to th' eternal King. 


Earth, and the Stars, and Worlds unknown, 
Depend precarious on His Throne ; 

All Nature&hangsupon His Word, 

And Grace and Glory own their Lord. 


His ſovereign Power what Mortal knows * 


If He commands, who dares oppoſe? 


With Strength He girds Himſelf around, 
And pg the Rebels to he Ground, 


Who hall pretend to teskh Him Skill, 
Or guide the Counſels of His Will ? 
His Wiſdom, like a Sea divine, 


Flows deep and high beyond our Line. 


o * 
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The Beamings of His pierci 

Bring dark Hypoeriſy to Light; 
Death and Def ru&ion naked le,, | 
And Hell uncover'd to His Eye... | 


Th' eternal Law before Him ſtands; , 
His Juſtice, with, impartial Hands... an 

Divides to all theit due Reward. 
Or by the Scepue, or the Sword. 


Each of His Words demands our Faith; 
Our Souls may reſt on all He ſaith; 
His Truth inviolably keeps 

The largeſt Promiſe of His Lips, 


Oh, tell us, with F gentle Voice, 
Thou art our God, and we'll rejoice?! 
Fill'd with Thy Love, we dare proclaim 
The brighteſt Honors of thy Name. 2111 0 
+4 , -W, 
HYMN VL Common Meaſure, | 
God's Dominion and Burn. 


K ene all ed Things, 
And wait your Maker's Nod: 

My Soul ſtands trembling, while ſhe ang 
The Honors of her God. 


Life, Death, and Hell, and Worlds unknown 
Hang on His firm Decree: 12 

He fits on no precarious Throne, 
Nor borrows Leave TO BE. 


1 


Chain'd to His Throne, a Volume lies, 
With all the Fates of Men; 

With every Angel's Form and Size, 
Drawn by th” eternal Pen. 


His Providence unfolds the Book, 
And makes His Counſels ſhine ; 


Each o 1 g Leaf, and every Stroke 


Fulfils ſome deep Deſign. 


Here, He exalts neglected Worms 


To Scepters and a Crow; 


And there, the following Page He turns, 


And treads the Monarch down. 


Not Gabriel aſks the Reaſon why, 
Nor God the Reaſon gives; 
Nor dares the'favorite Angel pry 
Between the folded Leaves. 


1 I never long to ſee 

y Fate with curious Eyes ; 

What gloomy Lines are writ for me, 
Or what bright Scenes may rile. 


In thy fair Book of Life and Grace, 
May I but find my Name, 

Recorded in ſome humble Place, 
Beneath my Lord the Lamb 1 


EI 
H Y MN- VII. W 2 Meaſure. gh 


'T 


Divine Sovereignty. vin 1:9 
, #4 # f | 
Jeb ix. 2—10. 
Yo > T1646 PL. 1 It . 1 
O vide our Words and Thou gnts 
We make no more Pretence; a 
Not one of all our numerous Faults 
Can bear a * Defence. 
77 ** 
Strong is His Arm, His ens is wk, 
What vain Preſumers dare 1K 
Againſt their Maker's Hand to riſe, 
Or tempt th* unequal War? 


Mountains, by His almighty Wind, 
From their old Seats are torn; ; 

He ſhakes the/Earth from South to North 
And all her Pillars mourn. 


He bids the Sun forbear to tiſe, 
Th' obedient Sun forbears; 

His Hand with Sackcloth ſpreads: the Skies, 
And ſeals up all the Stars. 


He walks upon the foaming Sea, 
Flies on the ſtormy Wind; 

There's None can trace His wonderous M ay, 
Nor His dark Footſteps find. 


Yet Truth and Judgment are His THONG, 
And wonderous is His Grace: 
While Power and Mercy, join'd in one, 
Invite us near His Face, W. 
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H YMN Yul. Fehlt Mehr 
The Sergn God. 


1 


Pfal. 93. 


HE Lord Jehovah reigns, 
I HY And royal State maintains, 
His Head with awful Glories crown'd ; 
Array'd in Robes of Light, 
Begirt with ſovereign Might, 
And Rays of Majeſty around. 


Upheld by Thy Commands, 
Ihe Earth ſecurely ſtands; - 
And Heaven obeys Thy ſovereign Word! 

Thy Throne was fix'd on  bigh, | 

Before the ſtarry Sky; 
Eternal is thy Kingdom, Lord. 


In vain the noiſy Croud, 
Like Billows fierce arid loud, 
Againſt Thine Empire rage and roar : 
In vain, with angry Spite, 
Contending Nations fight, 
And daſh like Waves agaitiſt the Shore. 


Let Floods and Nations rage, 
And all their Powers engage. 
Let ſwelling Tides aſſault the Sky; 
The Tetrors of Thy Frown 
Shall beat their Madneſs down : 
Thy Throne for ever ſtands on high. 
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Thy Promiſes are true, 
Thy Grace is ever new; a 
There fix'd, Thy Church ſhall ne'er remove: 
Thy Saints, with holy Fear, 
Shall in Thy Courts appear, 
And ſing Thy everlaſting Love. 


HYMN” IX, Short Meaſure. 


The Sovereignty and Goodneſs of God. 
Pal. 8. 


| Lord, our heavenly King, 
Thy Name is all divine; 
Thy Glories round the Earth are ſpread, 
| And o'er the Heavens they thine. w 


When to Thy Works on high 
We raiſe our wondering Eyes, 

And ſee the Moon, compleat in Light, 
Adorn the darkſome Skies, 


When we ſurvey the Stars, 
And all their ſhining Forms; | 
Lord, what is Man, that worthleſs Thing ! 

Akin to Duſt and Worms! 


Lord, what is worthleſs Man, 
That Thou ſhould'ſt love him ſo! 

Next to Thine Angels is he plac'd, 
And Lord of all below ! 


V. 


hh 4 


Thine Honors crown his Head, 
While Beaſts, like Slaves obey ; 
And Birds that cut the Air with Wings, 
And Fiſh that cleave the Sea, 


How rich Thy Bounties are! 
And wonderous are Thy Ways; 

Of Duſt and Worms Thy Power can frame 
A Monument of Praiſe. 


O Lord, our heavenly Ring, 
Thy Name is all divine; 


Thy Glories round the Earth are ſpread, 


And o'er the Heavens they ſhine, W. 
HYMN X. Long Meaſure, 


The Power and Dominion of God, 
Pal. 93. 


HE Lord, the God of Glory, reigns, 
In robes of Majeſty array'd ; 
is Rule Omnipotence ſuſtains, 


And guides the Worlds His Hands have made, 


Eer rolling Worlds began to move, 

Or e'er the Heavens were ſtretch'd abroad, 
Thy awful Throne was fix'd above : 

From everlaſting Thou art God. 


The ſwelling Floods tumultuous riſe, 

Aloud the angry Tempeſts roar, 

Lift their proud Billows to the Skies, 

And foam and laſh the trembling Shore, 
.C 


(48 7 
The Lord, the mighty God, on high, 


1 | Controls the fiercely raging Seas ; 
1 | He ſpeaks ! and Noiſe and Tempeſt fly, 
| The Waves fink down in gentle Peace. 


BH! Thy ſovereign Laws are ever ſure, 

[ | | Eternal Holineſs is Thine 

11 And, Lord, Thy People ſhould be pure, 
4 And in thy bleſt Reſemblance ſhine. T. 


ill HYMN XI. Common Meaſure. 
1 Tine Great nes of God. 
Plal. 145. 


REAT is the Lord, IIis Power unknown, 
And let H:s Praiſe be great : 
We'll ſing the Honors of His Throne, 
His Works of Grace repeat. 


Thy Grace ſhall dwell upon our Tongues, 
And while our Lips rejoice, | 
The Men that hear our ſacred Songs, 


„Shall join their cheerful Voice. 


Fathers to Sons ſhall teach Thy Name, 
And Children learn Thy Ways; 

Ages to come Thy Truth proclaim, 
And Nations ſound Thy Praiſe, 


Thy ſtubborn Foes Thy Sword ſhall (hay, - 
And pierce their Hearts with Pain 

But none that ſerve the Lord ſhall ſay, 
They ſought his Aid in vain, 


L 2Y 4 


He knows the Pains His Servatits feel, 
He hears His Children cry, 
And, their beſt Wiſhes to fulfil, 


His Grace is ever nigh. 
Creatures, with all their endleſs Race, 
Thy Power and Praiſe proclaim : 


But Saints, that taſte Thy richer Grace, 
Delight to blels Thy Name, 


HYMN- XII. Long Meaſure. 
The Greatneſs and Goodneſs of God. 


EHOVAH reigns, His Throne is high, 


His Robes are Light and Majeſty; 
His Glory ſhines, with Beams fo bright, 
No mortal can ſuſtain the Sight. 


Ris Terrors keep the World in awe, 
His Juſtice guards His Holy Law ; 
His Love reveals His ſmiling Face, 
His Truth and Promiſe ſeal the Grace. 


Through all His Works His Wiſdom ſhines, 


And baffles Satan's deep Deſigns; 
His Power is ſovereign to fulfil 


The nobleſt Counſels of His Will. 


And will 7ehovah condeſcend 

To be my Father and my Friend ? 
Then let my Songs with Angels join; 
Heaven is ſecure, if God be mine, 
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HYMN XIII. 

The Wiſdom of God in has Works, 
Plal. 111. 


Common M eaſure. 


OW moſt exact is Nature's Frame! 
How wile th' eternal Mind ! 
His Counſels never change the Scheme, 


That His firſt Thoughts deſign'd. 


How great the Works His Hand has wrought 4 


Ho glorious in our Si 
And Men, in every Age, 


ht! 
3 ſought \ 


His Wonders with Dai. 


When He redeem'd His choſen Sons, 
He fix'd His Covenant ſure; 
The Orders, that His Lips pronounce, 

To endleſs Years endure, 


Nature and Time 


„and Earth and Skies 


Thy heavenly Skill proclaim : 
What ſhall, we do to make us wile, 
But learn to read Thy Name ? 


To fear Thy Power, to truſt thy Grace, 


Is our divineſt Skill ; 


And he's the wiſeſt of our Race, 
Who beſt obeys Thy Will, 


W. 


L 1 
HYMN XIV. Long Meaſure. 
The All-feeing God. 
Pſal. 139. 
ORD, Thou haſt ſearch'd and ſeen me through; 
Thine Eye commands with piercing View, 


My riſing and my reſting Hours, 
My Soul, my Fleſh, and all their Powers, 


My Thoughts, before they are my own, 
Are to my God diſtin&ly known; 

He knows the Words I mean to ſpeak, 
E'er from my opening Lips they break. 


Within Thy circling Power I ſtand; 
On every Side I find Thy Hand; 
Awake, aſleep, at Home, Abroad, 
am ſurrounded ſtill with God. 


Amazing Knowledge, vaſt and great! 
What large Extent ! What lofty Height! 
My Soul, with all the Powers I boaſt, 

li in the boundleſs Proſpect loſt, 


O may theſe Thoughts poneſs my Breatl, 
Vhere'er I rove, where'er I reſt! 
Nor-let my weaker Paſſions dare 
Lonſent to Sin, for God is there. 
(3 3 W. 


W. 


1 
HY MN XV. Common Meaſure, 
The Omnipreſence of God, 


Plal. 139. 
Þ. 98D: where ſhall guilty Souls retire, 


| Forgotten and unknown 
In Hell, they meet Thy dreadful Fire, 
In Heaven, Thy glorious Throne. 


Should we ſuppreſs our vital Breath 
To *ſcape the Wrath divine, 

Thy Voice would break the Bars of Death, 
And make the Grave reſign, 


If, wing'd with Beams of Morning Light, 
We fly beyond the Weſt, | 

Thy Hand, which muſt ſupport our Flight, 
Would foon betray our Nett. 


If o'er our Sins we think to draw 
The Curtains of the Night; 

Thoſe flaming Eyes, that guard Thy Law, 
Would turn the Shades to Light. 


The Beams of Noon, the Midnight Hour 
Are both alike to Thee: 

O may we ne'er provoke that Power, 

From which we cannot flee ! W, 


L 
HYMN XVI. Common Meaſure. 
God is every where, 


Pſal. 139. 


N all our vaſt Concerns with Thee, 
In vain our Souls would try 
To ſhun Thy Preſence, Lord, or flee 
The Notice of Thine Eye. 


Thy all-furrounding Sight ſurveys 
Our Riſing and our Reſt ; 

Our public Walks, our private Ways, 
And Secrets of our Breaſt. 


Our Thoughts lie open to the Lord, 
Before they're form'd within; 

And e'er our Lips pronounce the Word, 
He knows the Senſe we mean, 


O wonderous Knowledge, deep and high! 
Where can a Creature hide ? 

Within Thy circling Arms we he, 
Beſet on every Side. 


So let Thy Grace ſurround us ſtill, 
And like a Bulwark prove; 
To guard our Souls from every III, 
W. Secur'd by ſovereign Love. 
C4 W. 
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HYMN XVII. Long Meaſure. 
The Greatneſs and Condeſcen ſion of God. 
Pſal. 8. 


F MaorTar King! through Earth's wide Frame, 
How great thy Honor, Praiſe, and Name ! 

Whoſe Reign o'er diſtant Worlds extends, 

Whoſe Glory Heaven's vaſt Height tranſcends. 


When, wrapt in Thought, with wakeful Eye, 
Weview the Wonders of the Sky; 

Whole Frame Thy Fingers, o'er our Head, 
In rich Magnificence have ſpread: y 


The ſilent Moon, with waxing Horn, 
Along th' ethereal Region borne ; 

The Stars with vivid Luſtre crown'd, 
That nightly walk their deſtin'd Round. 


Lord! What is Man, that in Thy Care 
His humble Lot ſhould find a Share; 

Or what the Son of Man, that Tyov, 

Thus to his Wants, Thy Ear ſhould'ſt bow ? 


Subjetted to his Feet by Thee, 

To Hit all Nature bows the Knee ; 
The Beaſts in Him their Lord behold 
The grazing Herd, the bleating Fold: 


The Fowls of various Wang, that fly 
O'er the vaſt Deſert of the Sky; 

And all the watery Tribes. that glide 
Through Paths to human Sight deny'd» 


[9] 


Immortal King! Through Earth's wide Frame, 
How great Thy Honor, Praiſe, and Name! 
Whole Reign o'er diſtant Worlds extends, 
Whoſe Glory Heaven's vaſt Height tranſcends, . 


M. 


oh HYMN XVIII. Common Meafure. 


ds. The Condeſcenſion of God. 1 Kings 8. 27. 


Ternal Power, Almighty God! 
Who can approach Thy Throne ? 
Acceſsleſs Light is Thy Abode, 
To Angel-Eyes unknown, 


Before the Radiance of Thine Eye, 
The Heavens no longer ſhine ; 
And all the Glories of the Sky 
Are but the Shade of Thine. 


Great God, and wilt Thou condeſcend 
To caſt a Look below ? 

To this vile World Thy Notice bend, 
Theſe Seats of Sin and Woe? 


But oh ! To ſhew Thy ſmiling Face, 
To bring Thy Glories near,— 

Amazing and tranſporting Grace, 
To dwell with Mortals here! 


How ſtrange! How awful is Thy Love! 
With Trembling we adore ; 

Not all th' exalted Minds above 
Its Wonders can explore, 


1 
While golden Harps, and Angel-Tongues 
Reſound immortal Lays; 
Great God, permit our humble Songs 
To riſe, and mean Thy Praiſe. 1. 
HYMN XIX. Long Meaſure. 
The Divine Goodneſs. 


Pſal. 34. 8, 9. 


Riumphant, Lord, Thy Goodneſs reigns 
Through all the wide celeſtial Plains ; 

And its full Streams redundant flow 

Down to th' Abodes of Men below. 


Through Nature's Works its Glories ſhine ; 
The Cares of Providence are Thine; 

And Grace eretts our ruin'd Frame, 

A fairer Temple to Thy Name. 


O give to every human Heart 

To taſte, and feel how good Thou art ! 
With grateful Love, and holy Fear, 

To know how bleſs'd Thy Children are. 


Let Nature burſt into a Song; 

Ye echoing Hills the Notes prolong ! 

Earth, Seas, and Stars, your Anthems raiſe, 
All vocal with your Maker's Praiſe ! 


Ye Saints, with Joy the Theme purſue ! 

Its ſweeteſt Notes belong to you ; 

Choſen, by this eternal King, 

For ever round His Throne to ſing. D, 


L. 
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HYMN XX. Long Meaſure, 
The God of Nature and Providence. Pſal. 65. 


OIN every Tongue to praiſe the Lord, 
All Nature reſts upon His Word : 
Mercy and Truth His Courts maintain, 
And own His univerſal Reign. 


At His Command, the Morning Ray 
Smiles in the Eaſt, and leads the Day; 
He guides the Sun's declining Wheels 
Beneath the Verge of weſtern Hills, 


Seaſons and Times obey His Voice, 

The Evening and the Morn rejoice, 

To ſee the Earth made ſoft with Showers, 
Laden with Fruit, and dreſs'd in Flowers. 


'Tis from His watery Stores on high, 
He gives the thirſty Ground Supply : 
He walks upon the Clouds, and thence 
Doth His enriching Drops diſpenſe, 


The Paſtures ſmile in green Array, 
There Lambs and larger Cattle play; 
The larger Cattle, and the Lamb, 

In different Language, ſpeak Thy Name. 


Thy Works pronounce Thy Power divine, 

In all the Earth Thy Glories ſhine; 

Through every Month Thy Gitts appear, 
Great God! Thy Goodneſs crowns the Year, 


» 
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HYMN XXI. Common Meaſure. 
The Works of Creation and Providence. - 
Pal. 3. 
Riez ye Righteous, in the Lord! 
is Work belongs to you; 


Sing of His Name, His Ways, His Word, . 
How holy, juſt and true! 


His Mercy and His Righteouſneſs 
Let Heaven and Katth proclaim ; / 

His Works of Nature od of Grace 
Reveal His wonderous Name, 


His Wiſdom and almighty Word 
The heavenly Arches ſpread ; 

And, by the Spirit of the Look 
Their ſhining Hoſts were made. 


He bid th' obedient Waters flow 
To their appointed Deep ; 

The flowing Seas their Limits know, 
And their own Stations keep. 


Ye Tenants of the ſpacious: Earth, 
With Fear before Him ſtand ; 

He ſpake, and Nature took its Birth, - 

Andreſts on His Command. 


He ſcorns the-angry Nations Rage, 
And breaks their vain Deſigns; 

His Counſel ſtands through every Age, | 
And in full Glory ſhines, W. 


L 23 J 
'HY-M:N XXII. Common Meaſure. 
Creation and Providence. 


J ORD, when our raptur'd Thought ſurveys 
Creation's Beauties o'er, 

All Nature joins to teach Thy Praiſe, 

And bid our- Souls adore. 


Where'er we turn our gazing Eyes, 
Thy radiant Footſteps ſhine : 

Ten thouſand pleaſing Wonders riſe, 
And ſpeak their Source divine, 


The living Tribes, of countleſs Forms, 
In Earth, and Sea, and Air; 

The meaneſt Flies, the ſmalleſt Worms 
Almighty Power declare. 


Thy Wiſdom, Power, and Goodneſs, Lord, 
In all Thy Works appear: 

And, O! let Man Thy Praiſe record; 
Man, Thy diſtinguiſh'd Care! 


From Thee the Breath of Life he drew; 
That Breath Thy Power maintains; 
Thy tender Mercy, ever new, 
His brittle Frame ſuſtains. 


Vet nobler Favors claim his Praiſe, 
Of Reaſon's Light poſſeſs'd ; 

By Revelation's brighteſt Rays, 

Still more divinely bleſs'd. 


[24 ] 
Thy Providence, his conſtant Guard, 
When threatening Woes impend ; 
' #0: will ch' impending Dangers ward, 
W Or timely Succors lend. 


On us that Providence has ſhone 
With gentle ſmiling Rays; 
O, let our Lips and Lives make known 
Thy Goodneſs, and Thy Pratle ! . 


HYMN XXIII. Long Meaſure. 


The Glories of God im Creation and Providence. 


Pfal 4 og. 


AST are Thy Works, almighty Lord, 
All Nature reſts upon Thy Word; 
And the whole Race of Creatures ſtands, 
Waiting their Portion from Thy Hands. 


While Each receives his different Food, 

His cheerful Looks pronounce it good ; 
Eagles, and Bears, and Whales, and Worms 
Rejoice, and praiſe in different Forms. 


But when Thy Face is hid, they mourn, 
And dying to their Duſt return; 
Both Man and Beaſt their Souls reſign; 
Life, Breath, and Spirit, all is Thine. 


Yet Thou canſt breathe on Duſt again, 
And fill the World with Beafts and Men; 
A Word of Thy creating Breath 
Repairs the Waſtes of Time and Death, 
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The Earth ſtands trembling at Thy Stroke, 
And at Thy Touch the Mountains ſmoke 
Vet humble Souls may ſee Thy Face, 
And tell their Wants to ſovereign Grace, 


In-Thee our Hopes and Wiſhes meet, 

And make our Meditations ſweet ; 

Thy Praiſes ſhall our Breath employ, 

Till it expires in endleſs Joy. W. 


HYMN XXIV. Long Meafure. 
The wonderful Formation of Man. 
Pſal. 199. 


"4 3 from Thy Hand, Great God, I came, 
A Work of ſuch a curious Frame; 

In me Thy fearful Wonders ſhine, 

And Each proclaims Thy Skill divine. 


Thine Eyes did all my Limbs ſurvey, 
Which yet in dark Confuſion lay ; 

Thou ſaw'ſt the daily Growth they took, 
Form'd by the Model of Thy Book, 


At length, to ſhew my Maker's Name, 
God ſtamp'd His Image on my Frame ; 
And, in ſome unknown Moment join'd 
The finiſh'd Members to the Mind, 


There the young Seeds of Thought began, 
And all the Paſſions of the Man: 

Great God, our infant Nature pays 
Immortal Tribute to Thy Pralle ! 
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And, ſince in our advancing Age, 
We've acted on Life's buſy Stage, 
Thy Thoughts of Love to us ſurmount 
The Power of Numbers to recount. 


We could ſurvey the Ocean o'er, : 
And count each Sand that makes the Shore, 
Before our ſwiſteſt Thoughts could trace 
The numerous Wonders of Thy Grace. 


Still on our Hearts be theſe impreſs'd, 
: Whene'er we give our Eyes to Reſt ; 
And when we wake, ſtill may we find 
God, and His Love poſſeſs the Mind. 


HYMN XXV. Short Meaſure. 
God my Creator and Benefaftor, 


Y Maker, and my King, 
To Thee my All I owe ; 
Thy ſovereign Bounty is the Spring, 
From whence my Bleſſings flow. 


Thou ever good, and kind, 
- A thouſand Reaſons move, 
A A thouſand Obligations bind 
My Heart to grateful Love. 


The Creature of Thy Hand, 
On Thee alone I live; 
My God, Thy Benefits demand 
ore Praiſe than Life can give. 
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Oh ! what can I impart, 
When All is Thine before? 

Thy Love demands a thankful Heart, 
The Gift, alas, how poor ! 


Shall I withold Thy Due ? 

And ſhall my Paſſions rove ? | 
Lord, form this wretched Heart anew, 

And fill it with Thy Love. 


O let Thy Grace inſpire 
My Soui with Strength divine; 
| Let all my Powers to Thee aſpire, 
And all my Days be Thine, T: 


W. HYMN XXVI. Long Meaſure. 


Praife to the Creator. 


Pſal. 100, 


BDR Jelovah's awful Throne, 
Ye Nations, bow with ſacred Joy; 
Know, that the Lord is God alone, 

He can create, and He deſtroy. 


His ſovereign Power, without our Aid, 

Made us of Clay, and form'd us Men; ' 
And, when like wandering Sheep we ſtray'd, * 
He brought us to His Fold again. 

We are His People, we His Care, 

Our Souls, and all our mortal Frame: 

What laſting Honors ſhall we rear, 

Almighty Maker, to Thy Name ? 
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Wide as the World is Thy Command, 
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Vaſt as Eternity Thy Love! 
Firm as a Rock Thy Truth ſhall and, | 
When rolling Years ſhall ceaſe to move, 


We'll croud Thy Gates with thankſul Songs, 

High as the Heavens our Voices raiſe ; 

And Earth, with her ten thouſand Tongues, 

Shall fill Thy Courts with founding Praiſe. 
N W, 


HYMN XXVII. Common Meaſure, 


A Song to creating Wiſdom, 


i TERNAL Wiſdom, Thee we praiſe, . 
Thee the Creation ſings: 
With Thy lov'd Name, Rocks, Hills and Sea 
And Heaven's high Palace rings, 4 
Thy Hand, how wide it ſpread the Sky! 0 
How glorious to behold! | 4 
Ting'd with a Blue of heavenly Dye, * 
And ſtarr'd with ſparkling Gold. ry 


Thy Glories blaze all Nature round, 
And ftrike the gazing Sight, 

Through Skies, and Seas, and ſolid Ground, 
With Terror and Delight, 


Ip finite Strength, and equal Skill 
Shine through the Worlds abroad; 
Our Souls with vaſt Amazement fall, 


And ſpeak the Builder Gop. 
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But ſtill the Wonders of Thy Grace 
Our ſofter Paſſions move: 
Pity divine in Jeſus Face 
We ice, adore, and love, 
W. L. 


HYMN XXVIII. Long Meaſure. 


W. On Providence. 


HE Earth and all the heavenly Frame 
Their great Creator's Love proclaim ! 
He gives the Sun his genial Power, 


and ſheds the ſoft refreſhing Shower. 


The Ground with Plenty blooms again, 

nd yields her various Fruits to Men ; 

o Men ! Who, from Thy bounteous Hand, 
deceive the Gifts of every Land. 


Seas, 


or to the human Race alone 
His paternal Goodneſs ſhown ; 
he Tribes of Earth, and Sea, and Air 


1oy His univerſal Care. 


ot e*en a Sparrow yields his Breath, 
God permits the Stroke of Death: 
e hears the Ravens when they call, 
ne Father, and the Friend of all. 


nd, 


Los 
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HYMN XXIX, Common Meaſure. 
The Heavenly Shepherd. 
Pſal. 2g. 


P HELord, my Shepherd and my Guide, 


Will all my Wants ſupply ; 
In Safety I ſhall ſtill abide 
Beneath His watchful Eye, 


Amid the verdant flowery Meads 
He makes my ſweet Repoſe; 

When pain'd with Thirſt, He gently leads 
Where living Water flows, 


If from His Fold I thoughtleſs ſtray, 
He leads the Wanderer Home: 
And ſhews my erring Feet the Way, 

Where Dangers cannot come, 


Though haſtening to the ſilent Tomb, 
And Death's dark Shades appear ; 


Thy Preſence, Lord, ſhall cheer the Gloom, 


And baniſh every Fear. 


No Evil can my Soul diſmay, 
While I am near my God; 

My Comfort, my Support and Stay, 
Thy Staff and guid...g Rod. 


Thy conſtant Bounties me ſurround, 
Amid my envious Foes; 


My favor'd Head with Gladneſs crown'd, 


My Cup with Bleſſings flows. 


— ] U ES 
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Thus ſhall Thy Goodneſs, Love, and Care 
Attend my future Days ; 

And I ſhall dwell for ever near | 

My God, and ſing His Praiſe, T. 


HYMN XXX. Pecuhar Meaſure. 
The Lord is my Shepherd. 
| Pſal. 23. 


O Thy Paſtures, fair and large, 
Heavenly Shepherd, lead Thy Charge; 
and my Couch, with tendereſt Care, 
Midſt the ſpringing Graſs prepare. 


Vhen I faint with Summer's Heat, 
Thou ſhalt guide my weary Feet, 

o the Streams, that, ſtill and ſlow, 
Through the verdant Meadows flow. 


[hou my Soul anew ſhalt frame, 
ind, Thy Mercy to proclaim, 

hen through devious Paths I ſtray, - 
each my Steps the better Way. 


ou my plenteous Board haſt ſpread, 
hou with Oil refrefh'd my Head; 
I'd by Thee my Cup o'erflows, 

or Thy Love no Limit knows. 


onſtant to my lateſt End 

hou my Footſteps ſhalt attend, 

nd ſhalt bid Thy hallow'd Dome 

eld me an eternal Home. V 


I +: 


» SS 
HYMN. XXXI. Pecultar Meaſure. 7 
A Divine Paſtoral. Plal, 23. I 


1 * Lord is my Shepherd, my Guardian and 
Guide; 


I 
Whatſoever I want He will kindly provide: 0 
Ever ſince I was born, it is He that hath crown'( iſ ? 
The Life that Hegave me with Bleſſings all round 
While yet on the Breaſt a poor Infant I hung, 

E'erTimehadunlooſer'd the Strings of my Tongue, 1 
He gave me the Help, which I could not then aſk; A 
Now therefore tothank Him ſhall be my lov/d Taſk. I 


Through my tendereſt Years, with as tenderaCare,ſ \ 
My Soul, like a Lamb, in His Boſom He bare; I E 
To the Brook would He lead me, whene'er I hai} R 
Need, _ A 
And pointout the Paſture, where beſt I might feed; A 
No Harm could approach me, for He was myShiels, 
From the Birds of the Air, and the Beaſts of 1h 
Field; 1 
The Wolf to devour me would oſten times prov. 
But the Lord was my Shepherd, and guarded wy Fo 
Soul, ve When” 


How oft, in my Youth, have.I wander'd aſtray ' Ar 
But ſtill hath He brought me back tothe right Wa W 
When, loſt in dark Error, no Path I could met! 
HisWord, Jike a Lantern, hath guided my Feet 
What wonderous Eſcapes to His Kindneſs I owe 
When raſh and unthink ing i ſought my own Woe 
My Soul long ago had gone down to the Deep, 

If the Lord had not watch'dme when I was aſleep 


Whenſoe'er, at a Diſtance, He ſees me afraid, 
Ue (kips o'er the Mountains, and comes to my Aud 


* 
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Then leads me back gently, and bids me abide 
In the Midſt of the Flock, and feed cloſe by His 
Side; | 


nd 


How ſafe in His Keeping, how happy and free, 

Could I always remain where He bids me to be; 
nl Y<ableſs'd are the People, and happy thrice told, 
nd: Who obey the Lord's Voice, and abide in the Fold! 


uo WW The Fold it is full, and the Paſture is green; 

8 All is Friendſhip and Love, and no Enmity ſeen; 

all. 7 "0, Ne Lord dwells amongſt us, upon His own 

ill, | 

are. Wich theFlocks all around Himawaiting His Will: 

: Himſelf in the Midſt, with a provident Eye, 

nal Regarding our Wants, and procuring Supply 
An Abundance ſprings up ofeach nowniſhingBud,; 

eech And we gather HisGiits, and are filled with Good, 


ich. PART II. 
the 


At the Voice of the Shepherd, we move, or wc 
oV ſtay; 
Ii For the Lord is Himſelf both the Leader and Way: 
The Hills ſmoke with Incenſe where'er He hath 
ande of! | | 
ray Anda ſacred Perſume ſhewsthe Footſteps of God: 
Way W hile bleſs'd with His Preſence, the Valleys be- 
neet neath . 210 
fect ¶ A ſweet ſmelling Savour inceſſantly breathe; 
owe ! The Delight is renew'd of each ſenſible Thing, 
Voe And beheld in their Bloom all the Beauties of 
ep, Spring. 7 | 
Or, ik a quite different Scene He prepare, 


ud, and we. roam through the Wildernels, barren - 
v Aid and bare; ; 
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By His wonderful Works, we ſee plainly enough, 

That the Earth is the Lord's, and the Fulneſs 
thereof: | 90 

If we hunger, or thirſt, and are ready to faint, 

A Relief in due Seaſon prevents our Complaint ; 

The Rain, at His Word, brings us Food from 
the Sky, 

And Rocks become Rivers when we are adry. 


From the fruitfuleſt Hill, to the barreneſt Rock, 

The Lord hath madeall for the Sake of His Flock ; 

And the Flock, in Return, the Lord always confeſs, 

In Plenty their Joy, and their Hope in Diſtreſs; 

He beholds, in our Welfare, His El 

And we find ourſelves bleſs'd, in Obedience 
repay'd : 

With a cheerſul Regard, we attend to His Ways; 

Our 1 is Prayer, and our Cheerfulneſs 
Praiſe. 


The Lord is my Shepherd, what then ſhall I fear? 

What Danger can frighten me, whilſt He is near? 

Not when the Time calls me to walk through the 
Vale 

Of the Shadow of Death ſhall my Heart ever fail; 

Though afraid, of myſelf, to purſue the dark Way, 


Thy Rod, and Thy Staff, be myComfort and Stay; 


For I RoW, by Thy Guidance, when once it is 
pals' Th 
To a Fountain of Life it will bring one at laſt. 


The Lord is become my Salvation and Song, 
His Bleſſing ſhall follow me all my Life long! 
W hatſoever Condition He places-me in, 

Jam ſure 'tis the beſt it could ever have been: 


ory diſplay'd,. 


1 


r a Bond . AM. 
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For the Lord He is good, and His Mercies are 


ſure ; 9 
He only afflicts us in order to cure: 
The Lord, will! ps, while I have any Breath; . 
Be content all my Life, and reſign'd in my * 
r. B. 


HYMN XXXII. Long Meaſure. 
The. Power and Prouidence of God, Pſal. 104. 


, WAKE, my Soul, to Hymns of Praiſe, 
To God the Song triumphant raile : 
Light forms His Robe, and round His Head, 
The Heavens their ample Curtains ſpread, 


Behold, aloft, the King of Kings 

Borne on the Wind's expanded Wings, 
(His Chariot by the Clouds ſupply'd,) 
Through Heaven's wide Realms triumphant ride. - 


Around Him, rang'd in awful State, 
Th' aſſembled Storms ſubmiſſive wait; 
And Flames, attentive to fulfil 

The Dictates of His mighty Will. 


On firmeſt Baſe uprear'd, the Earth 

To Him aſcribes her wonderous Birth: 

He ſpake, and, o'er each Mountain's Head, 
The Deep its watery Mantle ſpread. 


He ſpake, and from the whelming Flood, 
Again their Tops emergent ſtood ; f 
And faſt adown their bending Side, 

With refluent Streams, the Currents glide, 


— ; — — 
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While, cloſe beſide the murmuring Spring, 
The feather'd Minſtrels fit and ſing; 

And, ſhelter'd in the Branches, ſhun 

The Fervors of the Mid-day.Sun, . 


His Showers with Verdure crown the Hills; 
The Earth with various Fruits He fills; 
Preventive of their Wants, His Aid 

Yields to the Brute the ſpringing Blade. 


For Man, chief Object of his Care, 

His Hands the foodful Herb prepare; 

The gladdening Wine, refreſhing Oil, 

And Bread that ſtrings his Nerves for Toll. 


Great God, in ceaſeleſs Strains, my Tongue 
Shall meditate the grateful Song, 

And, long as Breath informs my Frame, 

The Wonders of Thy. Love proclaim, _ NM. 


HYMN XXXIII, Long Meaſure. 


The Providence of God in the Seaſons of the Year. 
Pſal. 147. 


822 to the Lord, let Praiſe inſpire 
The grateful Voice, the tuneful Lyre; 
In Strains of Joy, procl:im abroad 

The endleſs Glories of our God. 


He counts the Hoſts of ſtarry Flames, 
Knows all their Natures and their Names: 
Great is our. God ! His wonderous Power, _ 
And boundleſs Wiſdom we adore. 


1 


He veils the Sky with treaſur'd Showers, 
On Earth the plenteous Bleſſing pours ; 
The Mountains ſmile in lively Green, 
And fairer blooms the flowery Scene, 


His bounteous Hand, (great Spring of Good!) 
Provides the Brute Creation Food ;, | 

He feeds the Ravens when they cry; 

All Nature lives beneath His Eye, 


In Nature what can Him delight, 
Moſt lovely in its Maker's Sight ? 

Not active Strength His Favor moves, 
Nor comely Form He beſt approves. 


Dear to the Lord, for ever dear, 

The Heart where He implants His Fear; 
The Souls who on His Grace rely, 
Thele, theſe are lovely in His Eye. 


T. 
i Y MN XXXIV. Long Meaſure; 


The Providence of God in the Staſons of the Year, 
Pſal. 147. 


HARARE ye the Lord: Oh bliſsful Theme, 
| To ling the Honors.of His Name! 

is Pleaſure, 'tis divine Delight, 
And Praiſe is lovely in His Sight. 


He ſpeaks! and ſwiftly from the Skies 
To Earth the ſovereign Mandate flies ;. 
Obſervant Nature hears His Word, 
And bows obedient to her Lord. 
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Now thick deſcending Flakes of Snow, 
O'er Earth, a fleecy Mantle throw; 
Now glittering Froſt, o'er all the Plains, - 
Extends its univerſal Chains. 


At His fierce Storms of icy Hail, 

The ſhivering Powers of Nature fail; 
Before His Cold, what Life can ſtand, 
Unſhelter'd by His guardian Hand? 


He ſpeaks! The Ice and Snow obey, 
And Nature's Fetters melt away ; 
Now vernal Gales foft riſing blow, 
And murmuring Waters gently flow, 


But nobler Works His Grace record, 
To Iſrael He reveals His Word; 

. To Jacob's happy Sons, alone, 

He makes His ſacred Precepts known, 


Such Bliſs no other Nation ſhares, 

The Laws of Heaven are only theirs ; 

Ye favor'd Tribes, your Voices raiſe, 

And bleſs your God in Songs of Praiſe, * 


HY M N XXXV, Peculiar Meaſure. 
Spring. 


AIL, hail, reviv'd, reviving Spring! 
Fair Type of Heaven's eternal Year! 

While Nature's Works Thy Praiſes ſing, 

Lo, Gratitude ſalutes Thee here! 

Swell, gently ſwell the ſolemn Seng, 


— — ———_— — — — — — — 
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Now pour the bounding Notes along; 
Teach Choirs below, to Choirs above, 
To echo back the common Lay; 
And, as they Praiſe rr Love, 
To join in Bounty's Holiday. 


To God, the univerſal King, 
Be ſacred every grateful Choir? 


In ceafeleſs Hymns, all Praifes fin; 
That e + Bounty can hor ex 8 
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All loſt beneath ſtern Winter's Reign, 
Creation's genial Powers appear'd ; 
Spring call'd them into Life again, 

See, budding Verdure ſhews they heard. 
Bleſs, bleſs, O Man ! the kind Deſign, 
Whoſe nobler Counter-part is Thine ! 
Thy Powers a gloomier Winter froze, 
Till Thy Meſhah's cheering Ray, 
Prolific of fair Truth aroſe, 

And ſhed the Blaze of mental Day. 


To God, the univerſal King, 

Be ſacred every grateful Choir ! 

In ceaſeleſs Hymns, all Praiſes ſing, 
That endleſs Bounty can inſpire 


All ſpotleſs, as the Truth He taught, 
Free as the Mercy He diſplay'd, 

He ſhew'd what human Duty ought, 
He did, what heavenly Goodneſs bade; 
Enforc'd each juſt Command He gave, 
Nor liv'd, nor dy'd, in vain to fave. 

His Realms on high, His Worlds below, 
All witneſs'd His unweary'd Care, 
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The Victim here of general Woe, 
The Captain of Salvation there. 


To God, the univerſal Ring, 

Be ſacred every grateful Chorr ! 
In ceafeleſs Hymns, all Praiſes ſing, 
That endleſs Bounty can inſpire. U. 


HY MN, XXXVI. Long Meaſure. 


f 


Spring. 


8 Creator, bounteous Lord! 
Where: e'er I turn my raviſh'd Eyes, 
Fruits of Thy Wiſdom, Power and Love, 
In beauteous, various Order riſe. | 


The flowery Meads, the verdant V ales, 
The bleating Flocks, the lowing Kine, 
The ſpringing Herb, the blooming Trees, 
All in Thy joyful Praiſes join. 


Hark, how the ſacred Theme reſounds! 
Whilſt the ſweet Warblers of the Grove, 
Wing through the Air their trackleſs Way, 
With ſoft harmonious Notes of Love. 


My Soul, and canſt thou ſilent lie, 
Beneath the Bounties of thy God ? 
Awake my Heart, awake my Tongue, 


And ſpread your Maker's Praiſe abroad! 8. 
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HYMN XXXVII. Long Meafure. 
Storm and Thunder, Plal. 9. 


. Lord proclaims His power aloud, 
Over the Ocean and the Land: 
His Voice divides the watery Cloud, 


And Lightenings blaze at His Command. 


He ſpeaks, and Tempeſt, Hail, and Wind 

Lay the wide Foreſt bare around; | 
The fearful Hart, and frighted Hind © x 
Leap at the Terror of the Sound. | | 


To Lebanon He turns His Voice, |, 

And lo, the ſtately Cedars break : 

The Deſert trembl- s at the Noiſe, + 
The Valleys roar, the Mountains quake. 


The Lord fits Sovereign on the Flood, 
The Thunderer reigns for ever King ; 
But makes His Church His bleſs'd Abode, 
Where we His awful Glories ſings 


In gentler Language there the Lord 
The Counſels of His Grace imparts; 
Amidlt the raging Storm, His Word 
Speaks Peace, and Courage to our Hearts, W. 


HYMN XXXVIII. Peculiar Meaſure. 
Thunder and Lightening, Plal, 29. 
S. ye Sons of Might, O ſing, 


Praiſe to Heaven's eternal King; 
Power and Strength to Him aſſign, 
Bow before His hallow'd Shrine! 


T0 1: 
Hark! His Voice in Thunder breaks; 


Huſh'd to Silence while He ſpeaks, 
Ocean's Waves, from Pole to Pole, 

Hear the awful Accents roll, ; 
See, as louder yet they riſe, 

Echoing throu þ the vaulted Skies; | 1 
See, uprooted from its Seat, 

Lebanon itſelf retreat ! , 


How the burſting Clouds give Way, 
And the vivid Lightnings play ! 

Now the Wilds, by Man untrod, 
Hear, diſmay'd, th' approaching Gov. 


Proſtrate on the ſacred Floor, 

'Bow ye Saints, His Name adore : 
While His Acts, to every Tongue, 
Yield its Argument of Song, 


He the ſwelling Surge commands, 

Fix'd His Throne for ever ſtands ; 

He His People ſhall increaſe, 

Arm with Strength, and bleſs with Peace, M. B 


HYMN XXXIX. Common Meaſure. Ar 
Seaſonable Showers. Plal. 147. 


| ITH Songs and Honors, ſounding loud, 
Addreſs the Lord on high; 
Over the Heavens He ſpreads His Cloud, 
And Waters veil the Sky, Thi 


He ſends His Showers of Bleſſings down 
To cheer the Plains below; | 

He makes the Graſs the Mountains crown, 
And Corn in Valleys grow. 


He gives the grazing Ox his Meat, 
He hears the Ravens cry ; | 

And Man, who taſtes His fineſt Wheat, 
Should raiſe His Honors high. 


The changing Wind, the flying Cloud 
Obey His mighty Word ; 

With Songs and Honors, ſounding loud, 
Praiſe ye the ſovereign Lord! 


HYMN XL. Peculiar Meaſure. 


Fruitful Showers, Emblems of the ſalutary Effefts of 
tf — ſalutary Eff 


Iſaiah 55+ 10, 11, 12. 


MARE the ſoft-falling Snow, 
And the diffuſive Rain, 
To Heaven from whence it fell, 
It turns not back again 
But waters Earth through every Pore, 
And calls forth all its ſecret Store. 


Array'd in living Green, 
The Hills and Valleys ſhine, 
And Man and Beaſt is fed 
By Providence divine; 
The Harveſt bows its golden Ears, 
The copious Seed of future Years, 


E 
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* So,” ſaith the God of Grace, 
„My Goſpel ſhall deſcend; 
« Almighty to effe& 
„The Purpoſe I intend ; 

© Millions of Souls ſhall feel its Power, 

« And bear it downto Millions more, 


% Joy ſhall begin their March, 

% And Peace protect their Ways, 

«© While all the Mountains round 

&* Echo melodious Praile ; : 
+ The vocal Groves ſhall img Tax God, 
And every Tree conſenting nod.“ 


HYMN XLI. Common Meafure. 


The Lords Prayer. 


UR Father, high enthron'd above, 

With boundleſs Glory crown'd; 

Fountain of Light, and Life, and Love, 
To thouland Worlds around. 


Supremely honor'd be Buy Name, 
By every grateful Mind; 
Whether a pure ethereal Flame, 
Or yet in Fleſh confin'd, 


Ere& Thine Empire, gracious Kingy 

And ſpread its Power abroad; 
Till Earth, and all her Millions fing 
The Praiſes of their God. 


6; 


L 4 J 
O be Thy Will on Earth obey'd, 
As 'tis obey'd above; 


And the profoundeſt Homage paid, 
With all the Joys of Love. 


Each riſing Day renews our Want, 
That Want, O Lord, reheve! 

And with our Food Thy Bleſſing grant, 
By Both Thy Creatures live. 


Our Debts are grown immenſely large, 
But, Lord, efface the Score ! 
As we a Brother's Debts diſcharge, 
. And never claim them more. 


Into Temptation's poiſon'd Air 
O never let us ſtray! 

Guard us from Evil by Thy Care, 
Through Life's endanger'd Way! 


Thine is the Kingdom, Lord, by Right 
Unbounded and ſupreme; 

And Thine the All4uſtaining Might, 
And Glory's peerleſs Beam, 


© Theſe are for ever Thine,” in Songs] 
Heaven's bliſsful Myriads cry ; 

* Theſe are for ever Thine,” our Tongues 
In humbler Notes reply. 


E 2 
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HYMN XLII. Long Meaſure, 


Give us this Day our daily Bread. 
Matt. 6. 11. 


OUNTAIN of Bleſſing, ever bleſs'd, 
Enriching All, of All poſleſs'd; 
By Whom the whole Creation's fed, 
Give me, each Day, my daily Bread. 


To Thee my very Life I owe, 

From Thee do all my Comforts How; 
And every Bleſſing, which I need, 

Muſt from Thy bounteous Hand proceed. 


Great Things are not what I deſire, 
Nor dainty Meat, nor rich Attire; 
Content with Little would I be, | | 
That Little, Lord, muſt come from Thee. 


While wicked Men, with all their Store, 

Are ever graſping after more 4 

With Agur's Wiſh I'm ſatisfy'd, 

Nor grudge them all the World beſide, 
| B, B. 


HYMN XLIII. Peculiar Meaſure. 


tn 5A 1 


An Invocation to praife the Lord. 


E Works of God, on Him alone, 
1 In Earth His Footſtool, Heaven His Throne, 
Be all your Praiſe beſtow'd ; 


P 
Y 
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Whoſe Hand, the beauteons Fabric made, 
Whoſe Eye, the finiſh'd Work ſurvey'd, 
And ſaw that all was good. _ 


Ye Angels, that, with loud Acclaim, 
Admiring view'd the new-born Frame, 
And hail'd th' eternal King; 
Again, proclaim your Maker's P:aiſe, 
Again, your thankful Voices raiſe, 
And ſacred Anthems ling. 


Ye Sons of Men, His Praiſe diſplay, 
Who ſtamp'd His Image on your Clay, 
And gave it Power to move; 
Ye, that in Zudak's Confines dwell, 
From Age to Age ſucceſhve tell 
The Wonders of His Love. 


And you, your thankful Voices join, 

That oft, at Salem's ſacred Shrine, 
Before His Altars kneel: 

Where thron'd in Majeſty He dwells, 

And from the myſtic Cloud reveals 
The Dictates of His Will. 


Ve Spirits of the Juſt and Good, 
That, eager for the bleſs'd Abode, 
To heavenly Manſions ſoar; 
O let your Songs His Praiſe diſplay, 
Till Heaven itſelf ſnall melt away, 
And Time ſhall be no more. 


Praiſe Him, ye meek and humble Train, 
Ye Saints, whom His Decree: ordain 


The boundlels Bliſs to ſhare ; 
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0 praife Him till ye take your Way 


To Regions of eternal Day, 
And reign for ever there. 


M. 


HYMN XLIV. Long Meaſure. 
An Invocation to praiſe God. Pſal. 1g0. 


P Al SE ye the Lord, let Praiſe employ, 
In His own Courts, your Songs of Joy; 
The ſpacious Firmament around 

Shall echo back the joyful Sound. 


Recount His Works in Strains divine, 

His wonderous Works, how bright they ſhine! 
Praiſe Him for His almighty Deeds, 

Whoſe Greatneſs all your Praiſe exceeds. 


Awake the Trumpet's piercing Sound 
To ſpread your ſacred Pleaſures round; 
While ſweeter Muſic tunes the Lute, 

The warbling Harp, and breathing Flute; 


Let the loud Cymbal, ſounding high, 

Jo ſofter, deeper Notes reply; ( 
Harmonious let the Concert riſe, ( 
And bear the Rapture to the Skies. 


Let All, whom Life and Breath inſpire, 
Attend and join the bliſsful Choir; 

But chiefly you, who know His Word, 
Adore, and love, and praiſe the Lord. 
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HYM N XLV. Long Meaſure, 


Praiſe ye the Lord ! Plal. g6. 


ING to the Lord ſome new-taught Song, 

Earth, to His Praiſe the Note prolong ; 
Till Realms remote His Acts have known, 

And Man's whole Race His Wonders own. 


Great is the Lord, and great His Praiſe, 
What God like Him, our Fear can raiſe ? 
Not ſuch as Heathen Lands afford, 
Created firſt, and then ador'd. 


Yield to His Name the Honors due, 

Oft to His Courts your Way purſue ; 

With ſolemn Step, and joyful bring 
The Offering to your heavenly King. 


Before the Beauty of His Shrine, 
Ye Saints in low Proſtration join; 
Ye Natives of each diſtant Shore, 
His Power revere, His Name adore. 


O tell to All whom Earth ſuſtains, 

O tell them a reigns; 

That All, who iſſue from its Womb, 
Shall hear from Him th* unerring Doom 


Exult, ye Heavens, exult, O Earth, 
And, Partner in the ſacred Mirth, 
Let Ocean in its Fulneſs riſe, 

T. Y And thunder to the diſtant Skies, | 
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Rich in His Gifts, ye Fields, rejoice, p 
While in His Praiſe the W their Voice 


Exalt, and hail, with lowly Nod, 
The Preſence of the approaching Goo. 


He comes, in awful Pomp array'd, 

He comes, to judge the World He made ; 
Truth ſhall with Him the Cauſe decide, 
And Equity His Sentence guide. 


HYMN XLVI. Long Meaſure. | 
Defiring to praiſe God. 
A Author of my Frame, 
To Thee my vital Powers belong; 


Thy Praiſe, (delightful, glorious Theme!) 
Demands my Heart, my Life, my Tongue. 


My Heart, my Life, my Tongue are Thine : 
O be Thy Praiſe their beſt Employ! 
But may my Song with Angels join ? 
Nor ſacred Awe forbid the Joy ? 
Thy Glories, the ſeraphic Lyre, 
On all its Strings, attempts in vain ; 
Then how ſhall Mortals dare aſpire, 
In Thought, to try th' unequal Strain? 


Yet the great Sovereign of the Skies 
To Mortals bends a gracious Ear; 
Nor the mean Tribute will deſpiſe, 
When offer'd with a Heart ſincere, 
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Great God, accept the humble Praiſe, | 
And guide my Heart, and guide my Tongue ; 
While to Thy Name I trembling raiſe 

The grateful, though unworthy Song. x 


HYM N XLVII. Long Meaſure, Pſal. 34. 
Praifing God for His Goodneſs. 


HEE will I thank, and Day by Day 
Form to Thy Praiſe the joyful Lay ; 
From Morn to Eve the Song extend, 
Thee boaſt my Father, Thee my Friend. 


While pleas'd, each Heart of humble Frame 
Shall wake, great God, to hear Thy Fame; 
O come, your Voice triumphant raiſe, 

And ling with me your Maker's Praiſe. 


To Him my Soul diſclos'd its Care; 
He heard, and, preſent to my Prayer, 
(His faithful Buckler o'er me held,) 
Each Terror from my Breaſt diſpell'd. 


His Angel, round the juſt Man's Tent 
Encamp'd each Danger to prevent, 

His ſure Prote&ion round him throws, 
Though harneſs'd Hoſts his Peace oppole, 


O taſte with me, O taſte and prove 
The Bleſſings of His boundleſs Love; 
And, fearlet of Repulſe or Shame, 
The Promiſe of His Mercy claim. 


— 


HE 
Hail, Savior of the human Race ! 
Hail, Fountain of exhauſtleſs Grace! 


Thrice happy, who on Thee reeline, 
Nor own, nor alk a Help, but Thine. 


M, 


HYMN XLVIII. Long Meaſure. 


Praiſe to God for His Goodneſs and Truth, Plal. 146. 


P ye the Lord, our Hearts ſhall join, 
1 In Work ſo pleaſant, ſo divine; 

Now while the Fleſh is our Abode, 

And when our Souls aſcend to Gop. 


Praiſe ſhall employ our nobler Powers, 
While Immortality endures ; 

Our Days of Praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 
While Life, and Thought, and Being laſt. 


Why ſhould we make a Man our Truſt ? 
Princes muſt die, and turn to Duſt ; | 
Their Breath departs, their Pomp and Power, 
And Thoughts, all vaniſh in an Hour, 


Happy the Man whoſe Hopes rely 

On Ifrael's Gor, He made the Sky, 

And Earth, and Seas, and all their Train, 
And None ſhall find His Promiſe vain. 


His Truth for ever ſtands ſecure ; 

He ſaves th“ oppreſs'd, He feeds the Poor; 
He helps the hn in Diſtreſs, 

The Widow and the Fatherleſs. 
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He loves His Saints, He knows them well, 
But turns the wicked down to Hell: 

Thy God, O Sion, ever reigns; 

Praiſe Him in everlaſting Strains. 


We'll praiſe Him while He lends us Breath, 
And, wherr our Voice is loſt in Death, 
Praiſe ſhall employ eur nobler Powers, 
Whilſt Immortality endures, 


ES, - 
1 YMN XLIX. Long Meaſure, 


Praiſe to God for His wonderful Works to the Children 
of Men. 


Pſal. 107. 31. 


E Sons of Men, with Joy record 
The various Wonders of the Lord ; 
And let His Power and Goodneſs ſound 
Through all your Tribes the Earth around. 


Let the high Heavens your Songs invite, 
Thoſe ſpacious Fields of brilliant Light; 
Where Sun, and Moon, and Planets roll, 
And Stars, that glow from Pole to Pole. 


Pings Earth, in verdant Robes array'd, 
Its Herbs and Flowers, its Fruits and Shade; 
Peopled with Life of various Forms, | 

Of Fiſh, and Fowl, and Beaſts, and Worms. 
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View the broad Sea's majeſtic Plains, 
And think how wide its Maker reigns ; 
That Band remoteſt Nations joins, 

And on each Wave His eſs ſhines, 


But O ! that brighter World above, 
Where lives — reigns incarnate Love! 
God's only Son, in Fleſh array'd, 

For Man a bleeding Victim made. 


Thither, my Soul, with Rapture ſoar; 

There in the Land of Praiſe adore ; 

The Theme demands an Angel's Lay, 
Demands an everlaſting Day. D, 
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H Y M N Lis Long Meaſure. 
Praiſe to God for common and ſpecial Mercies. 
Pſal. 68. 


OME bleſs the Lord, the Juſt, the Good, 

Who fills our Hearts with Joy and Food; 
Who pours His Bleſkngs from the Skies, 
And loads our Days with rich Supplies, 


He ſends the Sun his Circuit round, B. 


Jo cheer the Fruits, to warm the Ground; * 
He bids the Clouds, with plenteous Rain, Lec 
Refreſh the thirſty Earth again. OL 
*Tis to His Care we owe our Breath, Fa 
And all our near Eſcapes from Death : To 
Safety and Health to God belong ; It | 


He heals the Weak, He guards the Strong, W. 
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He makes the Saint and Sinner prove 
The common Bleſſings of His Love; 


But the wide Difference, that remains, 
Is endleſs Joy, or endleſs Pains. 


The Lord, who bruis'd the Serpent's Head, 
On all the Serpent's Seed ſhall tread : 

The ſtubborn Sinner's Hope confound, 

And ſmite.him with a laſting Wound. 


But His right Hand His Saints ſhall raiſe, 
From the deep Earth, or deeper Seas ; 
And bring them to His Courts above, 
There they ſhall taſte His ſpecial Love. W. 


HYMN LI. Long Meaſure. 
Praife to God for His unnumbered Mercies. 
Pſal. 239. 17, 18. 


N glad Amazement, Lord, we ſtand 

Amidſt the Bounties of Thy Hand; 
How numberleſs thoſe Bounties are! 

How rich, how various, and how fair ! 


But O! what r Returns we make! 

What lifeleſs Thanks we pay Thee back ! 

Lord, we confefs, with humble Shame, 1 ̃ 
Our Offerings ſcarce deſerve the Name. 


Fain would our laboring Hearts deviſe 
To bring ſome nobler Cacrifice; 

It e ee the mighty Load; 
What ſhall we render to our God? 
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To Him we conſecrate our Praiſe 

And vow the Remnant of our Days; 

Vet what, at beſt, can we pretend, 

Worthy ſuchi Gifts, from ſuch a Friend ? 


In deep Abaſement, Lord, we ſce 

Our Emptineſs and Poverty ; 

Enrich our Souls with Grace divine, 

And make them worthier to be Thine. D. 


HYMN III. Long Meafure. 
Prayer and Praife. 
Pal. 67. 


Ml God His favoring Ear incline, 
And bid His Face on Sion ſhine; 
That All, Thy Counſels, Lord, may know, 
Where Earth extends, or Oceans flow. 


To Thee, of Life th' eternal Spring, 
| Inviſible all-potent King, 

One Chorus let all Nations raiſe, 
One Shout of univerſal Praiſe. 


Exult each Tribe, exult each Land; 
Heaven's mighty Lord, with equal Hand, 
The Balance holds, and Earth's Domain 
Shall own to lateſt Age His Reign, | 


Warm'd by His genial Suns, the Field 
With full Increaſe its Fruits ſhall yield; 
And God, Thy God O Sion, ſhed 

His choiceſt Bleffings on thy Head, 
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Great God, on us Thy Bleſſings ſhower, 
Let Man's whole Race revere Thy Powet ; 
And, thankful, to their wondering Eyes, 
Behold Thy wiſh'd Salvation riſe. 


HYMN LIH. Common Meaſure. 


Praiſe to God. 


VN HEN al Thy Mercies, O my God, 
My riſing Soul ſurveys ; | 


Tranſported with the View, I'm loſt 
In Wonder, Love, and Praiſe, 


Unnumber'd Comforts to my Soul, 
Thy tender Care beſtow'd, 

Before my Infant Heart conceiv'd 
From W hom thoſe Comforts flow'd. 


When in the 24 * Paths of Youth, 
With heedleſs Steps I ran, 


Thine Arm, unſeen, convey'd me ſafe, 
And led me up to Man. 


Ten thouſand thouſand precious Gifts 
Our daily Thanks employ ; 

Nor is the leaſt a cheerful Heart, 
That taſtes thoſe Gifts with Joy. 


When Nature fails, and Day and Night 
Divide Thy Works no more, 

Our ever grateful Hearts, O Lord, 
Thy Mercy ſhall adore, 


Through all Eternity to Thee 
A joyful Song we'll raiſe; - 

But Oh! Eternity's too ſhort 

To utter all Thy Praiſe. 


HYMN LIV. Common Meaſure. 


Praiſe to God. 


39 the high celeſtial Strain, 
My raviſh'd Soul, and ſing 
A ſolemn Hymn of grateful Praiſe 
To Heaven's almighty King. 


Ye curling Fountains, as you roll 
Your ſilver Waves along; 

Whiſper, to all your verdant Shores, 
The Subject of my Song. 


Bear it, ye Winds, on all your Wings, 
To diſtant Climes away, 

And round the wide extended World 
The lofty Theme convey, 


Take the glad Burden of His Name, 
Ye Clouds, as you ariſe, 

Whether to deck the golden Morn, 
Or ſhade the Evening Skies. 


Long let it tremble round the Spheres, 
And echo through the Sky; 

Till Angels, with immortal Skill, 
Improve the Harmony, 
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While we, with ſacred Rapture fir'd, 
The bleſs'd Creator ſing; 


And chant our conſecrated Lays, 
To Heaven's eternal King. - R. 


HYMN LV. Long Meaſure. 
Praiſe to God. 
Pal. 146. 
8 7 Sons of Sion, praile the Lord, 


Come tune your Songs in ſweet Accord; 
Awake, my Soul, awake and join 
The ſacred Hymn, in Notes divine. 


No more in Princes vainly truſt, 

Frail Sons of Earth, Man is but Duſt ! 
With all his Pride, with all his Power, 
The helpleſs Creature of an Hour. 


Happy the Man, whoſe Houpes divine 
One Iſrael's Guardian God recline ! 
Who can, with ſacred Tranſport, ſay, . 
This God is mine, my Help, my Stay. 


Heaven, Earth, and Sea declare His Name, 
He built and fill'd their ſpacious Frame ; 
But, o'er Creation's faireſt Lines, 

His ſtedfaſt Truth unchanging ſhines. 


The Lord ſhall reign for ever King, 

And Age to Age His Glory ſing; 

Thy God alone, O Sion, reigns, 

Reſound His Praiſe in jovful Strains. T. 
* 
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H MN VI. e Aleafons 


Praiſe to God. 


HE glorious Armies of the Sky, 
To Thee, almighty King! 
Triumphant Anthems conſecrate, 
And Hallelujahs fing. 


But ſtill their moſt exalted Flights 7 
Fall vaſtly ſhort of Thee; 7 

How diſtant then muſt human Praiſe 
From Thy Perfe&ions be 


Yet how my God ſhall I refrain, 
When to my raviſh'd Senſe, 

Each Creature, in its various Ways, 
Diſplays Thy Excellence ? 


The Bluſhes of the Morn confeſs, 
That Thou art much more fair; 
When in the Eaſt its Beams revive, 

To gild the Fields of Air. 


The ſinging Birds, the whiſtling Winds, 
And Waters murmuring Fall, 

To praiſe the Firſt Almighty Cauſe, 
With different Voices call. | 


Thy numerous Works exalt Thee thus, 
And ſhall we ſilent be ? 

No, rather let us ceaſe to breathe, 
Than ceaſe from praiſing Thee. 


3 
HYMN LVII. Peculiar Meaſure. 


Praiſe to God. 
Pfal, 136. 


#4 Thanks to God moſt high, 
The univerſal Lord ; 
The ſovereign King of Kings, 
And be His Grace ador'd. 
Thy Mercy, Lord, ſhall till endure, 
Thy Word abides for ever ſure, 


How mighty is His Hand! 
What Wonders hath He done! 
He form'd the Earth and Seas, : 
And ſpread the Heavens alone. 
His Power and Grace are ſtill the ſame, 
Let endleſs Praiſe exalt His Name, 


His Wiſdom form'd the Sun, 
To crown the Day with Light; 
The Moon, and all the Stars 
Io cheer the darkſome Night. 
iy Mercy, Lord, ſhall ſtill endure, 
ly Word abides for ever ſure, 


He ſaw the Nations lie, 
All periſhing in Sin, 
And pity'd the fad State, 
The ruin'd World was in, 
is Power and Grace are Hill the ſame, 
endleſs Praiſe exalt His Name. 
F 
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He ſent His only Son 
To ſave us from our Woe, 
From Satan, Sin, and Hell, 
And every hurtful Foe. 
Thy Mercy, Lord, ſhall ſtill endure, 
Thy Word abides for ever ſure. 


Give Thanks aloud to God; 


To God the heavenly King; [ 
And let the ſpacious Earth 
His Works and Glories ſing, U 
His Power and Grace are {till the ſame, 
Let endleſs Praiſe exalt His Name. W. 
I. 


HYMN LVIII. Peculiar Meaſure. 
Praiſe to God. Pſal. 130. 


RAISE, O praiſe, the Name divine; 
Praiſe Him at the hallow'd Shrine; 
Let the Firmament on high 
To its Maker's Praiſe reply. 


Let His Acts, and Power ſupreme 
To your Songs ſuggeſt a Theme: 
Be the Harp no longer mute ; 
Sound the Trumpet, touch the Lute : 


Let the Organ, in His Praiſe, 
Learn its loudeſt Note to raile ; 
And the Cymbal's varying Sound 
From the vaulted Roof rebound. 
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All, who vital Breath enjoy, 

In His Praiſe that Breath employ; 
And in one great Chorus join; 
Praiſe, O praiſe, the Name divine. 


HY MN LIX. Common Meaſure. 
Wonder and Praife. 


Y God, my King, to Thee I'll raiſe 
My Voice, and all my Powers; 
Unweary'd Songs of ſacred Praiſe 
Shall fill the circling Hours, 


Thy Name ſhall dwell upon my Tongue, 
While Suns ſhall ſet and riſe; 

And tune my everlaſting Song, 
When Time and Nature dies. 


Great is the Lord ! our Souls adore, 
We wonder whilſt we praiſe! 

His Power what Creature can explore, 
Or equal Honors raiſe ? 


Yet ſhall Thy Works, almighty Lord, 
Our nobleſt Songs adorn ; 

Thy glorious Acts we will record, 
For Ages yet unborn. 


Thy Praiſe ſhall be our awful Theme, 
The Wonders of Thy Power ; 

We'll ſpeak the Honors of Thy Name, 
nd bid the World adore. 


F 3 
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L 64 ] 
HYMN LX. Long Meaſure. 


Exulting in God. 
Pal. 97. 


1 God belongs th' eternal Sway; 
Let Earth with Joy His Will obey : 
Exult, ye Iſles that crown the Main, 
Bleſs'd in His mild auſpicious Reign. 


The ſtation'd Clouds arouud Him meet, 
And Darkneſs rolls beneath His Feet ; 
While Equity and Truth combine 

To rear aloft His awful Shrine. 


Before Him walks the waſting Fire; 
Wrapt in the Blaſt His Foes expire ! 
And down, like Wax before the Flame, 
Down flows the Mour.tain's ſolid Frame, 


His righteous Acts the Heavens diſplay, 
His Fame from Pole to Pole convey ; 
And bid His Majeſty divine 

To every Eye conſpicuous ſhine, 


Shame to the Wretch that Wood and Stones, 
The Objects of his Homage owns; 

And ſrantic to the Creature pays 

The Maker's interverted Praiſe. 


Well pleas'd Thy Counſels, Lord, to hear, 


Imperial Salem bows the Ear; 
And 7udah's happy Daughters ſing 
Ihe Mercies of th' eternal King. 


— ) r -, 


r 


i» ty 


\ WM 


was Bn. ac 


wt . v dd av 


1 
; 
1 
1 
1 
1 
\ 
/ 


t 6 ] 


Thou, Lord in Majeſty ſerene, 

Exalted o'er the Earth art ſeen : 

What Power, great God, ſhall boad a Name 
Like Thine ? Like Thee our Homage claim . 


HYMN LXI. Long Meaſure. 


God's Name glorified, Pſal. 8. 


LORD, how glorious is Thy Name, 
Through the wide Earth's extended Frame ! 
Majeſtic Glories form Thy Seat, 
And Heaven adores beneath Thy Feet. 


Thy Power from tender Babes can raiſc 

A Monument of wonderous Praiſe ; 

At Thy Command, the Infant Song 

Shall ſtill the proud Blaſphemer's Tongue. 


When all Thy ſhining Works on high 
] meditate with raptur'd Eye; 

The ſilver Moon, the ſtarry Train, 
Which gild the fair ethereal Plain : 


Lord, what is Man, that he ſhould ſharc 
Thy Notice, Thy indulgent Care ? 

That Man, frail Child of Earth, ſhould be 
The Favorite of the Deity ? 


His Place, Thy forming Hand aſlign'd, 

But juſt below th” angelic Kind ? 

With nobleſt Favors circled round, 

And with diſtinguiſh'd Honors crown'd : 
F 4 
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Inveſted him with Power and Sway, 
And bid the ſubje& Brutes obey; 


Sovereign of all Thy Works below, 
To him the meaner Creatures bow : 


The bleating Flocks, t).e lowing Herds, 
The gliding Fiſh, the flying Birds ; 

All that the Earth's wide Circuit yields, 
Natives of Air, or Seas, or Fields, 


But ſtill let Man, adoring, own” 

That Thou, O Lord, art King alone; 

And, through the Earth's extended Frame, 
Declare the Glories of Thy Name. IT. 


HYMN LXII. Peculiar Meaſure. 


| Praiſe to God from all Creatures. Pſal. 148. 


E Tribes of Adam, join 
With Heaven, — Earth, and Seas, 
And offer Notes divine 
To your Creator's Praiſe. 
Ye holy Throng, 
Of Angels bright, 
' In Realms of Light, 
Begin the Song. 


Thou Sun with dazling Rays, 
And Moon that rules the Night, 
Shine to your Maker's Praiſe, 
With Stars of twinkling Light. 

His Power declare, 

Ye Floods on high, 

And Clouds that fly 

In empty Air. 
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The ſhining Worlds above 
In beauteous Order ſtand, 
Or in ſwift Courſes move 
By His ſupreme command. 
He ſpake the Word, 
And all their Frame 
From Nothing came, 
To praiſe the Lord. 


Ye Mountains near the Skies, 

Wich lofry Cedars there, 

And Trees of humbler Size, 

That Fruit in Plenty bear: 
Beaſts wild and tame, 
Birds, Flies, and Worms, 
In various Forms 


Exalt His Name. 


Virgins and Youth, engage 
To found His Preiſe divine, 
While Infancy and Age 
Their feebler Voices Join, 

Wide as He reigns 

His Name be ſung, 

By every Tongue, 

In endleſs Strains, 


Let all the Nations fear 

The God that rules above: 

He brings His People near, 

And makes them taſte His Love: 
While Earth and Sky, 
Attempt His Praiſe, 

His Saints ſhall raiſe 
His Honors high. 
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HY MN LXIII. Long Meaſure: 
Univerſal Praife. 

Pal. 148. 


E bleſs'd Inhabitants of Heaven, 
To God be all your Praiſes given ; 
O praiſe Him from the Realms that lie 
Above the Reach of mortal Eye, 


Praiſe Him, thou Sun, that round the Pole 
With reſtleſs Courſe art ſeen to roll; 

And thou, O Moon, whoſe ſharpened Horns 
A Luſtre not their own adorns, 


Praiſe Him, ye Stars: His Praiſe repeat, 
Thou Heaven of Heavens, His awful Seat ; 
And you, ye Floods, that heap'd on high, 
Preſs with your Weight th” extended Sky. 


Nor let the Heaven His Praiſe confine ; 
O all of Earth, the Chorus join: 

Ye Beaſts, that range th* uncultur'd Soil, 
Or patient lend to Man your Toll, 


Praife Him, each Bird that wings the Air, 
Each Reptile, nurtur'd by His Care; 
And every Wind, and every Storm, 

That duteous His Commands perform. 


Ye youthful Bands, and virgin Choir, 
Each iiſping Babe, and hoary Sire, 
Wake to His Name your grateful Songs ; 
To Him alone all Praile belongs, 
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His Glory Earth's wide Bounds o'erflows, 
Nor higheſt Heaven ns Limit knows : 

O come, your thankful Voices raiſe, 

And conſecrate to Him your Praiſe, 


H Y M N LXIV. Common Meaſure, 
Univerſal Hallelujah, 


RAISE ye the Lord, immortal Choir ! 
That fill the Realms above ; 
Praiſe Him, who form'd you of His Fire, 
And feeds you with His Love. 


Shine to His Praiſe ye chryſtal Skies, 
The Floor of His Abode ; 

Or veil in Shades your thouſand Eyes 
Before your brighter God. 


Thou reſtleſs Globe of golden Light, 
Whole Beams create our Days, 

Join with the ſilver Queen of Night, 
And own your borrow'd Rays. 


Winds, ye ſhall bear His Name aloud 
Through the ethereal Blue; 

For when His Chariot is a Cloud, 
He makes His Wheels of you, 


Shout to the Lord, ye ſurging Seas, 
In your eternal Roar ; | 

Let Wave to Wave reſound His Praiſe, 
And Shore reply to Shore, | 


M. 
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Thunder and Hail, and Fires and Storms, 
The Troops of His Command, 


Appear in all your dreadful Forms, 
And ſpeak His. awful Hand. 


Wave your tall Heads, ye lofty Pines, 
To Him that bid you grow 3 

Sweet Cluſters, bend the fruitful Vines 
On every thankful Bough. 


Thus while the meaner Creatures fing, 
Ye Mortals, catch the Sound; 
Echo the Glories of your King 
Through all the Nations round, W. L. 


HYMN LXV. Long Meaſure. 
Praife to God through the whole of our Exiſtence. 
Pal. 146. 2. 


OD of my Life, through all its Days, 
My grateful Powers ſhall ſound Thy Praiſe; 
The Song ſhall wake with opening Light, 
And warble to the ſilent Night. 


When anxious Cares would break my Reſt, 
And Grief would tear my throbbing Breaſt, 
Thy tuneful Praiſe I'll raiſe on high, 

And check the Murmur, and the Sigh. 


When Death o'er Nature ſhall prevail, 
And all its Powers of Language fail, 

Joy through my ſwimming Eyes ſhall break, 
And mean the Thanks I cannot ſpeak, 


C 71 J 
But O ! when that laſt Conflict's o'er, 


And I am chain'd to Fleſh no more, 
With what glad Accents ſhall I riſe 
To join the Muſic of the Skies! 


| Soon ſhall I learn th' exalted Strains, 
Which echo through the heavenly Plains 
And emulate, with Joy unknown, 


The glowing Seraphs round Thy Throne. 


Dh: = 
HYM N LXVI. Long Meaſure. 


God exolted above ail Praiſe. 


TERNAL Power! whoſe high Abode 
Becomes the Grandeur of a God; 
Infinite Length, beyond the Bounds 
Where Stars revolve their little Rounds, 


The loweſt Step above Thy Seat 

Riſes too high tor Gabriel's Feet; 

In vain the tall Arch-angel tries 

To reach the Height with wondering Eyes. 


Lord, what ſhall Earth and Aſhes do ? 
We would adore our Maker too ; 


From Sin and Duſt to Thee we cry, 
The GREAT, the Horx, and the Hicu! 


Earth, from afar, has heard Thy Fame, 

And Worms have learn'd to liſp Thy Name; 
But O, the Glories of Thy Mind 

Leave all our ſoaring Thoughts behind, 


[2933 


God is in Heaven, but Man below; 

Be ſhort our Tunes; our Words be few: 
A ſacred Reverence checks our Songs, 
And Praile fits filent on our Tongues, 


W. L. 
HYMN LXVII. Common Meaſure. 
| A Morning Hymn. 


NCE more, my Soul, the riſing Day 
Salutes Thy waking Eyes ; 
Once more, my Voice, thy Tribute pay 
To Him that rules the Skies. 


Night unto Night His Name repeats, 

The Day renews the Sound, 

Wide as the Heavens on which He fits, 
o turn the Seaſons round. 


Tis He ſupports my mortal Frame, 
My Tongue ſhall ſpeak His Praiſe; 

My Sins would rouſe His Wrath to Flame, 
And yet His Wrath delays. 


On us, poor Worms, His Power might tread, 
And we could ne'er withſtand; 

His Juſtice might have cruſh'd us dead, 
But Mercy held His Hand, 


A thouſand wretched Souls are fled 
Since the laſt ſetting Sun; 

And yet He lengthens out our Thread, 

And yet our Moments run. 
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Great God, let all our Hours be Thine, 
Whilſt we enjoy the Light; 

Then ſhall our Sun in Smiles decline, 
And bring a peaceful Night. 


W. 
HYMN LXVIII. Common Meaſure. 
A Morning Hymn. 


ITH Thee, great God, the Stores of Light, 
And Stores of Darknels lie; 
Thou form'ſt the ſable Robe of Night, 
And ſpread'ſt it round the Sky, 


And when, with welcome Slumbers preſs'd, 
We cloſe our weary Eyes, 

Thy Power, unſeen, ſecures our Reſt, 
And makes us joyous riſe. 


Numbers, this Night, great God, have met 
Their long eternal Doom; 

And loſt the Joys of Morning Light 
In Death's tremendous Gloom. 


Numbers, on reſtleſs Beds ſtill lie, 
And till their Woes bewail; 
While We, by Thy kind Hand uprais'd, 

A thouſand Pleaſures feel. 


To Thee, great God, in thankful Songs, 
Our Morning Thoughts ariſe ; 

Propitious in Thy Son, accept 

1he willing Sacrifice, 
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HYMN LXIX. Short Meaſure. 


A Morning Hymn, 


A my drowſy Soul, 

Theſe airy Viſions chaſe; 

Awake, my active Powers renew'd, 
To run the heavenly Race. 


See how the mounting Sun 
Purſues his ſhining Way; 

And wide proclaims his Maker's Praiſe, 
With every brightening Ray. 


Thus would my riſing Soul 

Its heavenly Parent ſing; 
And toits great Original 

The humble Tribute bring. 


Serene I laid me down 

Beneath His Guardian Care ; 
I ſlept, and I awoke, ard found 

My kind Preſerver near! 


Thus does Thine Arm ſupport 
This weak defenceleſs Frame: 


But whence theſe Favors, Lord, to me, 
All worthleſs as I am ? 


Oh ! How ſhall I repay 

The Bounties of my God? 
This feeble Spirit pants beneath 

The pleaſing, painful Load, 


l 
Dear Savior, to Thy Croſs 


I bring my Sacrifice; 
Ting'd with Thy Blood, it ſhall aſoend 
With Fragrance to the Skies. 


My Life I would anew 
Devote, O Lord, to Thee; 
And, in Thy Service, I would ſpend 
A long Eternity. 8. 


HYMN LXX. Common Meaſur.. 
A Morning or Evening Hymn. 


i Ne with a cheerful Sound, 

To God's upholding Hand; 

Ten thouſand Snares attend us round, 
And yet ſecure we ſtand. 


That was a moſt amazing Power, 
That form'd us with a Word ; 

And every Day, and every Hour 
We lean upon the Lord. 


The Evening reſts our weary Head, 
And Angels guard the Room ; 

We wake, and we admire the Bed, 
That was not made our Tomb. 


The riſing Morning can't aſſure 

That we ſhall end the Day; 

ror Death ſtands ready, at the Door, 

Jo ſeize our Lives away, k 


I. 


Our Lives are forfeited by Sin 
To God's avenging Law: 
We own Thy Grace, immortal King ! 
| In every Breath we draw. 
| W. 


| HY M N. LXXI. Short Meaſure, _ | 
| An Evening Hynin, | 


OFT Seaſon of Repoſe, 
Thy ſable Curtains ſpread ; 
Come, downy Sleep, and ſtretch thy Wings 
Around my weary Head, 


But Oh! the lawleſs Range, 

With which my Thoughts have ſtray'd, 
Through mazy Paths of Senſe and; Sin, 

From Morn to Evening Shade! 


Ah! born to nobler Ends, 
My Soul, no more purſue 
Theſe flecting Vanities of Life, 
But bid the World Adieu. 


Thy Pity, gracious God, 

Thy Pardon I implore | 
Oh ! heal theſe Follics of my Mind, 

And aid me with Thy Power. 


Be Thou my friendly Guard, Th 
W hile {lumbering on my Bed ; Bre 
And, with Thy ſacred Teachings, fill My 


The Viſions of my Head. Lik 
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When Morning's gladſome Rays 

Salute my waking Eyes, 

All vigorous, may my Soul to Thee 
In grateful Songs ariſe! 


Devoted to Thy Fear, 
Thy Service and Thy Praiſe; 

My God, I would be wholly Thine, 
The Remnant of my Days, 


HYMN. LXXII. Long Meaſure. 


An Evening Hymn, 


LEEP, downy Sleep, come cloſe mine Eycs, 


) Tir'd with beholding Vanities: 
Welcome, ſweet Sleep, that drives away 
The Toils, and Follies of the Day, 


On thy ſoft Boſom will I lie, 

Forget the World, and learn to die: 
O Ifraei's watchful Shepherd, ſpread 
Thine Angel-Tents around my Bed. 


Clouds and thick Darkneſs veil Thy Throne, 


Its awful Glories all unknown; 
O] dart from thence one checring Ray, 


And turn my Mid-night into Day. 


Thus when the Morn, in Crimſon dreſs'd, 
Breaks from the Chambers of the Eaſt, 
My grateful Songs of Praiſe ſhall riſe, 

Like fragrant Incenſe to the Skies, 
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HYMN LXXIII. Long Meaſure. 
For New- Year's Day. 
1 Sam. 7. 12. 


TERNAL God, we bleſs Thy Name: 
The ſame Thy Power, Thy Grace the ſame: 

The Tokens of Thy friendly Care 

Open, and crown, and cloſe the Year. 


We midſt ten thouſand Dangers ſtand, 
Supported by Thy guardian Hand; 
And ſee, when we ſurvey Thy Ways, 
Ten thouſand Monuments of Praiſe. 


Thus far Thy Arm has led us on; 

Thus far we make Thy Mercy known; 
And, while we tread this Deſert Land, 
New Mercies ſhall new Songs demand. 


Our grateful Songs, on Jordan's Shore, 

Sha!l raiſe one ſacred Pillar more; ; 

Thea bear, in His bright Courts above, 
Inſcriptions of immortal Love, D. 


— ey >, — 


HYMN LXXIV. Long Meaſure. 
For New-Year's Day. Pſal. 65. 11. 


Jo AL Source of every Joy! | 
Well may Thy Praiſe our Lips employ, Th 
While in Thy Temple we appear A 

To hail Thee, Sovereign'of the Year, N 


D. 
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Wide as the Wheels of Nature roll, 

Thy Hand ſupports and guides the Whole : 
The Sun is taught by Thee to riſe, 

And Darkneſs when to veil the Skies, 


The flowery Spring, at Thy Command, 
Perfumes the Air, and paints the Land: 
The Summer Rays with Vigor ſhine 

To raiſe the Corn and cheer the Vine. 


Thy Hand, in Autumn, richly pours 
Through all our Coaſts redundant Stores; 
And Winters, ſoftened by Thy Care, 

No more the Face of Horror wear, 


Seaſons, and Months, and Weeks, and Days 
Demand ſucceſſive Songs of Praiſe; 

And be the grateful Homage paid, 

With Morning Light, and Evening Shade. 


Here in Thy Houſe let Incenſe riſe, 
And circling Sabbaths bleſs our Eyes, 
Till to thoſe lofty Heights we ſoar, 
Where Days and Years revolve. no more. 
HYMN LXXV. Long Meaſure. 
For New-Year's Day, Jerem. 28. 16. 


(200 of my Life, Thy conſtant Care 


With Bleſſings crowns each opening Wear; 


This guilty Life doſt Thou prolong, 
And wake anew my annual Song. 


G 3. 
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How many precious Souls are fled 

To the vaſt Regions of the Dead, 
Since, from this Day, the changing Sun 
Through his laſt yearly Period run? 


We yet ſurvive ; but who can ſay, 

Or through the Year, or Month, or Day, 
He ſhall retain his vital 'Breathysy 2 
Thus far, atleaſt, in League with Death? 


That Breath is Thine, eternal God, 

"Tis 'Fhine to fix the Soul's abode; 
We hold our Life from Thee alone, 
On Earth, or in the World unknown. | 


To Thee our Spirits we reſign, 

O make and own them ſtill as Thine ; 

So ſhall they ſmile ſecure from Fear, 
Though Death ſhould blaſt the rifing Year. 


Thy Children, eager to be gone, 

Bid Time's impetuous Tide roll on; 

And land them on that happy Shore, 
Where Sin and Death are known no more. 


Il YM N LXXVI. Common Meaſure, 
Hy: n for New-Year's Day. 


"A ND now, my Soul, another Year 
Of thy ſhort Life is paſs'd; * 
cannot long continue here, 


And this may be my laſt. 


E. 
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Much of my dubious Life is gone, 
Nor will return again; 

And ſwift my paſſing Moments run, 
The few that yet remain. 


Awake, my Soul, with utmoſt Care 
Thy true Condition learn; 

What are thy Hopes, how ſure, how fair; 
And what thy great Concern ? 


Now a new Scene of Time begins, 
Set out afreſh for Heaven; 

Seek Pardon for thy former Sins, 
In Chriſt lo freely given. 


Devoutly yield thyfelf to God, 
And on His Grace depend ; 


With Zeal purſue the heavenly' Road, 


Nor doubt a happy End. 


HYMN LXXVII. Shirt Medfare, 


The Book of Nature and of Scriptures 
"'Pfal, 19. 


BMD the 2 Sky . 

Declares iis Maker God, 

And all His glorious Works on high 
Proclaim His Power abroad. 


The Darkneſs and the Light 

Still keep their Courſe the ſame ; 
While Night to Day, and Day to Night, 

Diy inely tcach His Name 


G4 


B. 
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In every different Land 

Their general Voice is known ; 
They ſhew the Wonders of His Hand, 

And Counſels of His Throne. 


Ye Britiſh Lands, rejoice, _ 
Here He reveals His Word; | 

We are not left to Nature's Voice, 
To bid us know the Lord, 


His'Statutes and Commands 
Are ſet before our Eyes; 
He puts His Goſpel in our Hands, 
here our Salvation lies. 


His Laws are juſt and pure, 

His Truth without Deceit ;. 
His Promiſes for ever ſure, 

And His Rewards are great.. 


While of Thy Works I ſing 
To ſpread Thy Praiſe abroad; 
Accept the Worſhip and the Song, 
My Savior, and my God. W. 


HYMN LXXVIII. Common Meaſure. 
The Perfection of Scriptures. 
Pal. 119. 96. 
Ex all the Heathen Writers join 
_4 To form one perfect Bock; 


Great God, if once compar'd to Thine, 
How mean their. Writings look l. 
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Not the moſt perfect Rules they gave 
Could ſhew oe, Sin forgiven, 

Nor lead a Step beyond the Grave, 
But Thine conduct to Heaven. 


Thy Precepts then may we ſurveyy. 
And keep Thy Laws in Sight, 
Through all the Buſineſs of the Day, 

To form our Actions right. 


Great is their Peace who love Thy Law; 
How firm their Souls abide ! 

Nor can a bold Temptation draw 
Their ſteady Feet aſide, e 


Thy Word is like a heavenly Light; 
That guides them all the Day; 

And through the Dangers of the Night, 
A Lamp to lead their Way, 


Thy Word is everlaſting Truth, 
How pure is every Page! 

That holy Book ſhall guide our Youth, 
And well ſupport our Age. 


W. 


HYMN LXXIX. Common Meafure, 


The Excellency of the Holy Scriptures, 


ATHER of Mercies, in Thy Word 
What endleſs Glory ſhines ? 
For ever be Thy Name ador d 
Far theſe celellial Lines. 
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Here, may the wretched Sons of Want 7 vo" 
Exhauſtleſs Riches find; | © 
Riches, above what Earth can — al 
And laſting as the Mind. nid! N 


Here, the fair Tree of neter grows, 
And yields a free Repaſt, 

Sublimer Sweets than — dae | 
Invite the longing Taſte, 1 


Here, the Redeemer's welcome: Voice 
reads heavenly Peace around; 

and Life, and everlaſting Joys ad ; 

Attend the bliſsful "pn. of Fulical) 


O may theſe: heavenly Pages be 
My ever dear Delight; 

And ſlill new Beauties may I ſce, 

And {till increaſing Light. 


Divine InſtruQor, gracious Lord, 

Be Thou for ever near, 
Teach me to love Thy facred Word, | 
And view my Savior there. 3. 


* 


HYMN LXXX. Tong Meaſure. 
The Excellency of the Divine Nord. 
| Pſal. 19. 


WIr Iſrael through the Deſert wy d, 
A hery Pillar went before, 

To guide them through the dreary Waſte, 
And leſſen the Fatigues they bore, 
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Such is Thy, glorious. Word, O God, 
'Tis for our Light and Guidance: zi ven; 

It ſheds a Luſtre all abroad, 

And points the Path to Bliſs and Heaven. 


It fills the Soul with fweet Delight, 
And quickensits inactive Powers, 

It ſets our wandering 3 right, 
Diſplays Thy Love, and kindles ours. 


Its Promiſes regoice the Heart, 

Its Doctrines are divinely true; 
Knowledge and Pleaſure it itparcs, | 

It comforts, and inſtrafts us too. 14 


Ye Britiſh Iſles, bleſs'd with this Word, 


Ye Saints, who feel its ſaying: Power, 
Unite your Tongues to praiſe the Lord, 
And His diſtinguiſh'd race adorc. 


B. B. 
HYMN LXxxI. Long Meaſure: 


The Faithfulneſs of God i in His Word. 


PU everlaſting Praiſe, be paid 
To Him that Earth's Foundation laid 2 | 
Praiſe to the God whoſe ſtrong Decrees 
Sway the Creation as He pleaſe, 


Firm are the Words His Prophets give, 
Sweet Words, on which His Children live ; 
Each of them is the Voice of God, 


Who ſpoke, and ſpread the Heavens chives 
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Whence then ſhould Fears or Doubts ariſe? 
Why trickling Sorrows drown our Eyes ? 
Slowly, alas, our Mind receives- 

The Comforts that our Maker gives. 


Oh ! for a ſtrong, a laſting Faith, 

To credit what th! Almighty ſaith! 
T' embrace the Meſſage of His Son, 
And call the. Joys of Heaven our own. 


Then ſhould the Earth's old Pillars ſhake, 
And all the Wheels of Nature break; 
Our ſteady Souls ſhould fear no more 
Than ſolid Rocks when Billows roar. 
W. 


HY MN LXXXII. Common Meafure. 

The Faithfulneſs of God in the Promiſes. 

EGIN, ye Saints, ſome heavenly Theme, 
And ſpeak ſome boundleſs Thing, . 


The mighty Works or mightier Name 
Of your eternal King. 


Tell of His wonderous Faithfulneſs, 
And ſound His Power abroad: 

Sing the ſweet Promiſe of His Grace, 
And the performing God. 


Proclaim Salvation, from the Lord, 
For wretched dying Men; 

His Hand has writ the ſacred Word 
With an immortal Pen. | 
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Engrav'd, as in eternal Braſs, 
The mighty Promiſe ſhines; 

Nor can the Powers of Darkneſs raſe 
Thoſe everlaſting Lines. 


He that can daſh whole Worlds to Death, 
And make them when He pleaſe, 

He ſpeaks, and that almighty Breath 
Fulfils His great Decrees. 


His very Word of Grace is ſtrong, 
As that which built the Skies; 

The Voice, that rolls the Stars along, 
Speaks all the Promiſes. 


Oh! might I hear Thy heavenly Tongue, 
But whiſper, © Thou art mine!“ 

Thoſe gentle Words ſhould raiſe my Song 
To Notes almoſt divine. 


How would my leaping Heart rejoice, 
And think my . ſecure! 


I truft the All- creating Voice, 
And Faith deſires no more. W. 


HYMN LXXXIII. Common Meaſure. 
The Faithfulneſs of God in His Word. 
Pſal. 89. 


0 never ceaſing Songs ſhall ſhow 

The Mercies of the Lord, 

And make ſucceeding Ages know, 
How faithful is His Word, 
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The ſacred Truth His Lips pronounce, 
To endleſs. Years endure; | 

And if He ſpeaks a Promiſe once,, 
Th” eternal Grace is ſure, 


How long * "Rn of David beld 
The promis'd Jewiſi Throne ! | 

But there's a nobler Covenant ſeal'd 
To David's greater Son. 


H is Seed for ever ſhall poſſeſs 
A Throne above the Skies; 
The meaneſt Subject of His Grace 
Shall to that Glory riſe. 


Almighty God, Thy wonderous Ways 
Are ſung by Saints above; 
And Saints below their Honors raiſe, 


To Thy unchanging Love. W. 


_ HYMN LAXXIV. Common Meaſure. 
The Firſt and Second Adam. Rom, 3. 12, &c, 


\ONCEIV'D in Sin, Oh! wretched State. 
Before we drew our Breath; 
The firſt young Pulle begins to beat 
Iniquity and Death. 


To all that's good averſe and blind, 
But prone to all that's ill; 

What dreadfu} Darkneſs veils the Mind! 
How obſtinate the Will ! 
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Yet, mighty God, Thy wonderous Love 
Can make our Natures clean; 

Whilſt Chriſt, and Grace prevail above 
The Tempter, Death, and Sin, 


The fecond Adam ſhall reſtore 
The Ruins of the firſt ; 
Hloſanna to that ſovereign Power, 


That new creates our Duſt ! W. 


H YM N LXXXV. Common Meaſure, 
Original and actual Sin confeſſed, 


Pſal. 51. 


E from the Stock of Adam came, 
+ Unholy and unclean; 
All our Original is Shame, 
. And all our Nature Sin. 


Shouldſt Thou condemn our Souls to Hell, 
And cruſh our Fleſh to Duſt, 
Heaven would approve the Vengeance well, 
| And Earth muſt own it juſt, 


Born in a World of Guilt, we drew 
Contagion with our Breath; 

And as our Days advanc'd, we grew 
A juſter Prey for Death, 


Cleanſe us, O Lord, and cheer our Souls 
With Thy forgiving Love; 

O make our broken Spirits whole, 

Aud bid our Pains remove. 
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Let not Thy Spirit yet depart, I 
Nor drive us from Thy Face; 
Create anew each vicious Heart, . ] 


And fill it with Thy Grace. 


Then will we make Thy Mercy known, 
Before the Sons of Men; 
 Backſliders ſhall addreſs Thy Throne, 
And turn to God again. W. 


HYMN LXXXVI. Common Meaſure. 


Mortality of Man, the Effect of Sin. Pal. go. 


ORD, if Thine Eyes ſurvey our Faults, 
And Juſtice grow ſevere, | 
Thy dreadful Wrath exceeds our Thoughts, 
And burns beyond our Fear, 


Thine Anger turns our Frame to Duſt ; 
By one Offence to Thee, 

Adam, with all his Sons, have loſt 
Their Immortality, 


Life, like a vain Amuſement flies, 
A Fable or a Song: 

By ſwift Degrees our Nature dies, 
Nor can our Joys be long. 


'Tis but a Few whoſe Days amount 
To threeſcore Years and ten ; 

And all beyond that ſhort Account 
Is Sorrow, Toil, and Pain. 


— — — — me 
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Lord, teach our Souls the heavenly Art 
T' improve the Hours we have; 
That we may act the wiſer Part, 
And live beyond the Grave, W. 


HYMN LXXXVII. Peculiar Meaſure. 


Chriſt Maniſeſted. 


ONS of Men, behold Him far, 
Hail the long expected Star; 
Jacob's Star that gilds the Night, 
Guides bewildered Nature right. 


Fear not hence, that Ill ſhould flow, 
Wars or Peſtilence below ; 

Wars and Tumults now muſt ceaſe, 
Uſhering in the Prince of Peace, 


Nations all the Earth abroad, 
Haſte and own th” incarnate God, 


Haſte, for Him your Hearts prepares 
Meet Him manifeſted there ! 


There behold the Day Spring riſe, 
Pouring Light on blinded Eyes; 
God in His Own Light ſurvey, 
Shining to the perfect Day. 


Sing ye Morning Stars, again, 

God deſcends on Earth to reign ! 

Deigns for Man His Life i' employ ! 

Shout, ye Sons of God, for Joy. C. J. W. 
H 
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HY M N LXXXVIII. Common Meaſure. 


The Incarnation. John 1. 14, 
A awake the ſacred Song 


To our incarnate Lord; 
Let every Heart, and every Tongue 


Adore th* eternal Word. | 
That awful Word, that ſovereign-Power, N 
By Whom the Worlds were made; Di 


(O happy Morn ! illuſtrious Hour!) 
Was once in Fleſh array'd ! 


Then ſhone almighty Power and Love 
In all their glorious Forms; 


When Jeſus left His Throne above | Ye 
To dwell with ſinful Worms. | Anc 

La 
To dwell with Miſery below, Ara 


The Savior left the Skies ; 
And ſunk to Wretchedneſs and Woe, 
That worthleſs Man might riſe, 


Adoring Angels tun'd their Songs 


To hail the joyful Day; Vith 
With Rapture then, let mortal Tongues - The. 
Their grateful Worſhip pay. nd, 

| U . 
What Glory, Lord, to Thee is due P * 


With Wonder we adore ; 
But could we ſing as Angels do, 
Our higheſt Praiſe were poor, 


Lo 
HYMN LXXXIX. Peculiar Meaſure, 


The Nativity. 
Luke 2. 10—12, 


2 * Progeny divine; 
Hail Virgin's wonderous Son! 
Who for that humble Shrine 
Didſt quit th* Almighty's Throne : 
The Infant Lord 
Our Voices ling, 
And be the King 
Of Grace ador'd. 


Ye Princes, diſappear, 
And boaſt your Crowns no more; 
Lay down your Scepters here, 
And in the Duſt adore : 
Where 7eſus dwells, 
The Manger bare, 
In Luſtre far 
Your Pomp excels. 


Vich Bethlem's Shepherds mild, 

lhe Angels bow their Head; 

nd, round the ſacred Child, 

Iteir guardian Wings they ſpread : 
They knew, that where 
Their Sovereign lies, 

In low Difouiſe, 
Heaven's Court is chere. 
H 2 
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Thither, my Soul, repair, 
And humble Homage pay, 
To thy Redeemer fair, 
As on His natal Day: 
I kiſs Thy Feet, 
And, Lord, would be 
A Child like Thee, 
Whom thus I greet, 


HYMN XC. Common Meaſure. 


The Nativity. 


6 8 1onnrs rejoice, lift up your Eyes 
+ And ſend your fears away; 
«© News from the Regions of the Skies, 
© Salvation's born to Day. 


& Teſus, the Gov Whom Angels fear, 
«© Comes down to dwell with you; 

+ To Day He makes His Entrance here, | E 
© But not as Monarchs do. 


«© Go, Shepherds, where the Infant lies, T 
& And ſee His humble Throne ; 
«© With Tears of Joy in all your Eyes, 
«© Go, Shepherds, kiſs the Son.“ 


Thus Gabriel ſang,” and ſtrait around 
The heavenly Armies throng, 

They tune their Harps to lofty Sound, 
And thus conclude the Song, 


L 98:1 
« Glory to God that reigns above, 


© Let Peace ſurround the Earth; 
© Mortals ſhall know their Maker's Love, 
© At their Redeemer's Birth.” 


Lord, and ſhall Angels have their Songs, 
And Men no Tunes to raiſe ? 

O may we loſe our uſeleſs Tongues, 
When they forget Thy Praile ! 


Glory to God that reigns above, 
That pitied us forlorn ; 
We join to ſing our Maker's Love, 
For there's a Savior born. W. 
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HYMN XCI. Common Meaſure. 


The Song of Angels at the Birth of Chriſt. 
Luke 2. 13, 14. 


IGH let us ſwell our tuneful Notes, 
And join th' angelic Throng ; 
ror Angels, no ſuch Love have known 
I' awake a cheerful Song. 


Cood-will to guilty Men is ſhewn, 
And Peace on Earth is given; 
for lo! th' incarnate Savior comes 


Wich Meſſages from Heaven. 


juſtice and Grace, with ſweet Accord, 

His riſing Beams adorn : | 
Ler Heaven and Earth in Concert join, 1 
Now ſuch a Child is born. | l 
H 3 


He bleeds, He dies, that we might ſhare 
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Glory to God in higheſt Strains, 
In higheſt Worlds be paid; 
His Glory by our Lips proclaim'd, 
And by our Lives diſ>lay'd, 


When ſhall we reach thoſe bliſsful Realms, 
Where Chriſt exalted reigns ; 

And learn of the celeſtial Choir, 
Their own 1mmortal Strains ? D, 


HYMN XCII. Common Meaſure. 


The Savior's Advent. 


ONG had Earth's numerous Nations ſought 
Salvation to obtain, 
Pardon and Peace, and endleſs Life, 
And Happineſs in vain, 


Iſrael, through every Land diſpers'd, 
Sprung forth with eager Wiſh, 

In their Meſhah to embrace 
The long expected Bliſs, 


And lo! He comes, the Savior comes, 
The promis'd Seed appears; 

He, in Whom center'd all the Hopes 
Of paſt and future Vears. 


Ile comes, from an Abyſsof Woes, 
To raile our ruin'd Race; 


The Bleſſings of His Grace. 


nt 
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Wonderous Event, more wonderous Love 
Of our incarnate God! 

Should we be mute, ſure Rocks would wake 
To ſpread His Praiſe abroad. 


Dear Lord, theſe Wonders of Thy Grace 
Our flinty Boſoms fire; 

Our Hearts, ſubdu'd, now pant for Thee 
With fix'd and pure Deſire. 


Here be Thy Throne for ever fix'd, 
And this Thy laſting Reſt; 

And be our Souls, beneath Thy Smiles, 
Through endleſs Ages bleſt. S, 


HYMN XCIII. Common Meaſure, 
The Advent of Chrift. 
Luke 4. 18, 19. 


ARK, the glad Sound! the Savior comes, 
The Savior promis'd long! 
Let every Heart prepare a Throne, 
And every Voice a Song. 


On Him, the Spirit, largely pour'd, 
Exerts its ſacred Fire ; 

Wiſdom and Might, and Zeal and Love 
His holy Breaſt inſpire, 


ile comes the Priſoners to relcaſe, 

In Satan's Bondage held : 
Ihe Gates of Braſs before Him burlt, nn 
The Iron Fetters yield, d 
H 4 
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He comes from thickeſt Films of Vice 
To clear the mental Ray; 

And on the Eyes, oppreſs'd with Night, 
To pour celeſtial Day. 


He comes the broken Heart to bind, 
The bleeding Soul to cure ; 

And, with the Treaſures of His Grace, * 
T' inrich the humble Poor. 


Our glad Hoſannas, Prince of Peace, 
Thy Welcome ſhall proclaim ; 
And Heaven's eternal Arches ring 
With Thy beloved Name, D. 


HYMN XCIV. Peculiar Meaſure. 


The Song of Stmeon. 


S CE Thy Mercies, oft of old, 
By Thy choſen Seers foretold, 
Faithful now, and ſtedfaſt prove, 
God of Truth, and God of E 


Tis enough !——the Hour is come, 
' Now, within the filent Tomb, 

Let this mortal Frame decay, 
Mingled with its kindred Clay. 


Sun of Righteouſneſs, to Thee, 

Lo! The Nations bow the Knee; 
And the Realms of diftant Kings 
Own the Healing of Thy Wings. 
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Thoſe, whom Death had overſpread 
With its dark and dreary Shade, 
Lift their Eyes, and, from afar, 
Hail the Light of Jacob's Star. 


Now the Beams, intenſely ſhed, 
Shine o'er Son's favor'd Head; 
Never may they hence remove, 


God of Truth, and God of Love. 
| M, 


HYMN XCV. Common Meaſure, 
The Song of Simeon. Luke 2, 27. &c. 


ORD, at Thy Temple we appear, 
As happy Simeon came, 
And hope to meet our Savior here; 
O make our Joys the ſame! 


With what divine, and vaſt Delight 
The good old Man was fill'd, 

When, fondly in his wither'd Arms, 
He claſp'd the holy Child! 


© Now I can leave this World, he cry'd; 
“ Behold Thy Servant dies! 

I've ſeen Thy great Salvation, Lord, 
And cloſe my peaceful Eyes.“ 


Jeſus! The Viſion of Thy Face 
Hath overpowering Charms ! 

Scarce ſhall we feel Death's cold Embrace, 
If Chriſt be in our Arms, | 
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HYMN xcvl. Peculidr Meaſure. 


For the Morning of Chniſtmas- Day, 


RISE, and hail the happy Day; 
Caſt all low Cares of Life away, 
And Thought of meaner Things : 
This Day, to cure our deadly Woes, 
The Sun of Righteouſneſs aroſe, 
With Healing in His Wings, 


If Angels on that happy Morn, 
The Savior of the World was born, 
Pour'd forth their joyful Songs; 
Much more ſhould we of human Race 
Adore the Wonders of His Grace, 
To whom that Grace belongs. 


O then let Heaven and Earth rejoice, 
Let every Creature join his Voice 
To hymn the happy Day; 
When Satan's Empire vanquiſh'd fell, 
And all the Powers of Death and Hell 
Confeſs'd His ſovereign Sway. L. I. 


HYMN XCVII. Common Meaſure. 
For the Morning of Chriftmas-Day. 


ELCOME, bleſs'd Morning, to our Eyes, 
That brought th' incarnate Son, 
The great Immanuel, from the Skies, 
To fave a World undone, 


E ei 


Angels, array'd in heavenly Light, 
Shoot down th' ethereal Way, 

On radiant Pinions, ſwift of Flight, 
And hail the bliſsful Day. 


Glory to God, they joyous ſing, 
Through all the Heights of Heaven, 

Tidings of Love to Men we bring, 
And Peace on Earth is given. 


Glory to God, let all your Tongues, 
In tuneful Notes reply; ; 

While Jeſus“ Love inſpires our Songs, 
And ſweetens every Joy. 


D. T. 

HYMN XCVIII. Peculiar Meaſure. 
For Chriſtmas- Day. 

| HARE the herald Angels ſing, 


* Glory to the new- born King ; 
Peace on Earth, and Mercy mild, 
© God and Sinners reconcil'd.“ 


Joyful, all ye Nations riſe, 
Join the Triumph of the Skies 
Univerſal Nature, ay, 


Chriſt, the Lok, is born to oy: 


Chriſt, by his heſt Heaven ador'd, 
Chriſt, the n Lord, 

Late in Time behold Him come, 
Offspring of the Virgin's Womb. 
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Hail the Heaven-born Prince of Peace ! 
Hail the Sun of Righteouſneſs ! 

Light and Life to all He brings, 

Riſen with Healing in His Wings. 


Mild He lays His Glory by, 
Born, that Man no more may die ; 
Born, to raiſe the Sons of Earth, 
Born, to give them ſecond Birth, 


Come, Deſire of Nations, come, 
Fix in us Thy humble Home ; 
Riſe, the Woman's promis'd Seed, 
Bruiſe in us the Serpent's Head, 


Glory to the new-born King, 

Let us all the Anthem Sing, 
„Peace on Earth, and Mercy mild, 
„God and Sinners reconcil'd !” 


C. J. w. 


HYMN XCIX. Long Meaſure. 
A Dying Savior. 


TRETCH'D on the Croſs the Savior dies; 
Hark ! His expiring Groans ariſe! 
See, from His Hands, His Feet, His Side, 
Runs down the ſacred crimſon Tide ! 


But Life attends the deathful Sound, 
And flows from every bleeding Wound; 
The vital Stream, how free it flows, 

To ſave and cleanſe His rebel Foes ! 
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To ſuffer in the Traitor's Place, 
To die for Man, ſurprizing Grace! 
Yet paſs rebellious Angels by, 

O why for Man, dear Savior, why ! 


And didſt Thou bleed, for Sinners bleed ? 
And could the Sun behold the Deed ? 
No, he withdrew his ſickening Ray, 

And Darkneſs veil'd the mourning Day. 


Can I ſurvey this Scene of Woe, 

Where mingling Grief and Wonder flow 
And yet my Heart unmov'd remain, 
Inſenſible to Love or Pain ? 


Come, deareſt Lord, Thy Power impart, 
To warm this cold, this ſtupid Heart; 
Till all its powers, and Paſſons move 
In melting Grief, and ardent Love. 
T. 


HYMN C. Long Meaſure: 


A View of the Redeemer's Suffermgs. 


ORD, when my Thoughts delighted rove 
Amid the Wonders of Thy Love, 
Sweet Hope revives my drooping Heart, 
And bids intruding Fears depart. 


But while Thy Sufferings I ſurvey, 
And Faith enjoys a heavenly Ray, 
Theſe dear Memorials of Thy Pain 


Preſent anew the dreadful Scene. 


— — 
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I hear Thy Groans with deep Surprize, 

And view Thy Wounds, with weeping Eyes; 
Each bleeding Wound, each dying Groan, 
With Anguiſh fraught, and Pains unknown. 


For mortal Crimes a Sacrifice, 

The Lord of Life, the Savior dies : 
What Love, what Mercy, how divine !— 
Jeſus, and can I call Thee mine ?— 


Repentant Sorrow fills my Heart, 
But mingling Joy allays the Smart; 
O, may my future Life declare 
The Sorrow and the Joy ſincere! 


Be all my Heart, and all my Days 

Devoted io my Savior's Praiſe; 

And let my glad Obedience prove 

How much I owe, how much I love. T. 


HYMN CI. Short Meaſure, 
The Attraction of the Croſs. 


John 12. 32. 


DEHOLbD th” amazing Sicht, 
The Savior lifted high! 

Behold the Son of God's Delight 

In Blood and Anguiſh die! 


For whom, my Soul, for whom 

Were all theſe Sorrows borne ? | 
Why did He feel that piercing Smart, 

And meet that various Scorn ? 
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For Sinners 'twas He bleed, 
And all in Torture dy'd ; 

'Twas Love, that bow'd His fainting Head, 
And op'd His guſhing Side, 


We ſee, and we adore 
In Sympathy of Love; 

We feel the ſtrong attractive Power 
To lift our Souls above. 


Drawn by ſuch Cords as theſe, 
Let all the Earth combine, 

With cheerful Ardor to confeſs 
The Energy divine, 


In Thee our Hearts unite, 
Nor ſhare Thy Griefs alone ; 

But from Thy Croſs purſue their F light 
To Thy triumphant Throne. 


HYMN CII. Long Meaſure. 
Chriſt Dying and Riſing. 


OME tune, ye Saints, your nobleſt Strains, 
Your dying, riſing Lord to ling ; 

And echo, to the heavenly Plains, 

The Triumphs of your Savior King, 


In Songs of grateful Rapture tell 

How He ſubdu'd your potent Foes ; 
Subdu'd the Powers of Death and Hell, 
And, dying, finiſh'd all your Woes, 
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Then to His glorious Throne on high 
Return'd, while, hymning Angels round, 
Through the bright Arches of the Sky, 
The Go, the conquering Gov, reſound. 


Almighty Love, victorious Power! 
Not Angel-Tongues can e'er diſplay 
The Wonders of that dreadful Hour, 
The Joys of that illuſtrious Day. 


Then well may Mortals try in vain, 
In vain their f.eble Voices raiſe ; 
Yet Jeſus hears the humble Strain, 
And kindly owns our Wiſh to Praiſe. 


Dear Savior, let Thy wonderous Grace 

Fill every Heart, and every Tongue, 

Till the fall Glories of Thy Face 

Inſpire a ſweeter, nobler Song, T, 


HYMN CIII. Peculiar Meaſure. 


The Reſurreftion of Chriſt, Luke 24. 31. 


ES, the Redeemer roſe ; 

The Savior left the Dead; 
And o'er our helliſh Foes 
High rais'd His conquering Head : 

In wild Diſmay, 

The Guards around 

Fall to the Ground, 

And fink away. 


E 107 J] 


Behold th' angelic Bands 

In full Aſſembly meet, | 

To wait His high Commands, 

And worſhip at His Feet: 

ws ful they come, 
1 wing that Way 
From Realms of Day, 
"To Jeſus' Tomb. | 


Then back to Heaven they fly, 
And the glad Tidings bear : 
Hark ! As they ſoar on high, 
What Muſic fills the Air! 
Their Anthems ſay, 
© 7eſus who bled 
„ Hath left the Dead; — 
He role to Day.” 


Ye Mortals, catch the Sound, 
Redeem'd by Him from Hell; 
And ſend the Echo round 
The Globe on which you dwell : 
Tranſported cry, 
& Jeſus who bled 
© Hath left the Dead, 
& No more to die.“ 


All-hail, triumphant Lord, 
Who ſav'ſt us with Thy Blood 
Wide be Thy Name ador'd, 
Thou riſing, reigning God! 
With Thee we riſe, 
With Thee we reign, 
And Empires gain 
Beyond the Skies. 

I 
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HYMN CIV,: Peculiar Meaſure! 


- 
* 


The Refurreflion Hymn. 

NHRIST the Lord is riten' to Day, | - Hal: 
Nov to Him we Homage pay, . Hal, 
Who, ſo lately on the Crols, Hal. 
Suffer d io redeem our Lols. Hal. 
Hymns of Praiſes let us ſing, Hal. 
Unto Chriſt our heavenly King, | Hal 
Who endur'd the Croſs and Grave, al. 
Sinners to redeem and ſave. al. 
Yes, the Pain, which He endur'd, Hal. 
Our Salvation has procur'd; Hal. 
Now He reigns above'the Sky, Hal. 
Where the Angels ever cry, Hallelujah. 


HYMN CV. Common Meaſure. 


The Angels Reply to the Women who fought Chriſt on 


the Morning of the Reſurrection. 
Matt. 28. 5. 6. 


E humble Souls, that ſeek the Lord, 
Chaſe all your Fears away; 
And bow with Pleaſure down to ſee 
The Place where 7eſus lay. 


Thus low the Lord of Life was brought; 
Such Wonders Love can do; 

Thus cold in Death, that Boſom lay, 

Which throbb'd, and bled for you, 
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A Moment give a Looſe to Grief, _ 
Let grateful Sorrows.riles 

And waſh the bloody, Stains away 
With Torrents from your Eyes. 


Then dry your Tears, and tune your Songs, 
The Savior lives again; 

Not all the Bolts and Bars of Death 
The Conqueror could. detain. 


High o'er th' angelic Bands He rears 
His once diſhonor'd Head ; 
And through unnumber'd Years He reigns, | 


Who dwelt amongſt the Dead. 
| With Joy, like. Has, ſhall every Saint 
l His empty Tomb ſurvey ; 
Then riſe, with his aſcending Lord, 
To Realms of endleſs Day, D. 


HYMN CI. Peculiar Meaſure. 


The Reſurrefion and Aſcenſion. 


NGELS, rol! the Rock away, 
Death, vield up thy mighty Prey : 

See! He riſes from the Tomb, 

Glowing with immortal Bloom, 


Hallelujah. .. 


"Tis the Savior, Angels, raiſe 
Fame's eternal Trump of Praiſe ; 
Let the Earth's remoteſt Bound 
Hear the Joy-inſpiring Sound, 

I 2 Hallelujah. 
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Now, ye Saints, lift up yout Eyes, 
Now to Glory ſee Him riſe, - 

In long Triumph up the Sky, 

Up to waiting Worlds on high. 


Hallelujah. 


Heaven diſplays her Portals wide, 
Glorious Hero, through them ride ; 
King of Glory, mount Thy Throne, 
Thy great Father's and Thy Own, 
Hallelujah. 


Praiſe Him all ye heavenly Choirs, 
Praiſe, and ſweep your golden Lyres; 
Shout, O Earth, in rapturous Song, 
Let the Strains be ſweet and ſtrong. 
| Hallelujah, 


Every Note with Wonder ſwell, 
Sin o*erthrown, and captiv'd Hell; 
Where is Hell's once e King ? 
Where, O Death, thy mortal Sting? 
- Hallelujah. 
| Dr. S. 


HYMN CVII. Common Meaſure. 


The Reſurreftion and Aſcenſion of Chriſt. 


| OSANNA to the Prince of Light, 
a Who cloath'd Himſelf in Clay; 
: Enter'd the Iron Gates of Death, 
And tore the Bars away. 


. 
? 
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Death is no more the King of Dread, 
Since our Immanuel roſe ; 

He took the Tyrant's Sting away, 
And ſpoil'd our helliſh Foes, 


See how the Conqueror mounts on high, 
And to His Father flies, | 
With Scars of Honor in His Fleſh, 


And Triumph in His Eyes. 


There our exalted Savior reigns, 
And ſends His Bleſſings down ; 

Our Jeſus fills the middle Seat 
Ot the celeſtial Throne. 


Raiſe your Devotion, mortal Tongues, 
To reach His bleſs'd Abode; 

Sweet be the Accents of your Songs 
To our incarnate God. | 


Bright Angels, ſtrike your loudeſt Strings; 


Your ſweeteſt Voices raiſe ; 
Let Heaven, and all created Things 
Sound our Immanuel's Praiſe. 


H Y M N CVIII. Peculiar Meaſure. 


The Titles of Chriſt. 


OIN all the glorious Names 
J Of Wiſdom, Love, and Power, 
That ever Mortals knew, = 
That ever Angel; bore : 
. 1 1 3 


W. 
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| All are too mean to ſpeak His Worth, 
Too mean to ſet my Savior forth, 


Array'd in mortal Fleſh, 
He like an Angel ſtands, 
And holds the Promiſes, _ 
And Pardons in His Hands : 
Commiſſion'd from His Father's Throne, 
To make His Love to Mortals known. 


Great Prophet of my God, 
My Tongue would bleſs Thy Name; 
By Thee the joyful News 
Of our Salvation came; 
The joyful News of Sins forgiven, 
Of Hell ſubdu'd, and Peace with Heaven. 


eſus, my great High Prieſt, 
ffer'd His Blood and dy'd; 
My guilty Conſcience ſeeks 
p No Sacrifice beſide. 
His powerful Blood did once atone; 
And now it pleads before the Throne. 


My great almighty Lord, | 
My Conqueror, and my King, 
Thy Scepter and Thy Sword, 4 


Thy reigning Grace I ting, 
Tnine is the Power; behold, I fit 
In willing Bonds beneath Thy Feet. 


Now let my Soul ariſe, 
And tread the Tempter down, 
My Savior leads me forth 
To Conquelt and a Crown, 


[ 243] 


A feeble Saint ſhall winthe-Day, 
Though Death and Hell obſtruQ the Way. W. 


H T MN ClIX. Common Meaſure. 
The Prieſthood of Chriſt and Aaron compared. 


Re in Thee our Eyes behold 

A thouſand Glories more, 

Than the rich Gems and poliſh'd Gold 
The Sons of, Aaron wore. 


They firſt their own burnt Offerings ngk 
To purge themſelves from Sin; 

Thy Life was pure without a Spot, 
And all Thy Nature clean. 


Once in the Circuit of a Year, 
With Blood, but not his own, 

Aaron within the Veil appears 
Before the golden Throne. 


But Chriſt, by His Own powerful Blood, 
Aſcends above the Skies ; 

And, in the Preſence of our God, 
Shews His Own Sacrifice, 


Jeſus, the King of Glory, reigns 
On Sion's heavenly Hill; 
Looks like a Lamb that once was ſlain, 


And wears His Prieſthood (till, 


14 


(omg J 


He ever lives to intercede 


{ I His Father's Face; | 1118. 
ive Him, my Soul, thy Cauſe to plead 
Nor doubt the Father's Dinas. * > * 


HV M N CX. Peculiar Meaſure. . 


The Fountain of Life. 
Zech. 1 3. 1 5 
HOY eyerlaſting Spring ! 


Celeſtial Fountain, ' hail ! 
Thy Streams Salvation bring, 
The Waters never fail: 
Still they endure, 
And ſtill they flow, 
For all our Woe 
A ſovereign Cure. 


Bleſs'd be His wounded Side, 
And bleſs'd His bleeding Heart, 
Who all in Anguiſh dy'd 
Such Favors to impart. 

His precious Blood 

Shall make us clean 

From every Sin, 


And fit for God. 


To that dear Source of Love 
Our Souls this Day would come 
And thither from above, 

Lord, call the Nations Home. 


W. 


- 
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That Jew and Greek, 

With rapturous Songs 

On all their Tongues, 

Thy Praiſe may ſpeak. | D. 


HY MN CXI. Peculiar Meaſure. 
Chriſt the Living Stone. 1 Pet. 2. 4. 5. 


"ITH Extaſy of Joy 
Extol His glorious Name, 
Who rais'd the ſpacious Earth, 

And rais'd our ruin'd Frame: 
He built the Church Who built the Sky, 
Shout and exalt His Honors high, 


See the Foundation laid 

By Power and Love divine : 
ſus, His firſt-born Son, 
ow bright His Glories ſhine! 


Low He deſcends, in Duſt He lies, 


That from His Tomb a Church might riſe. 


But He for ever lives ; 

Nor for Himſelf alone; 

Each Saint new Life derives 

From Him, the living Stone: : 
His Influence ſpreads through every Soul, 
And in one Houle unites the Whole. 
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To Him with Joy we move; 

In Him cemented ſtand: 

The living Temple grows 1 170 
And ons the Founder's Hand, vl 
That Structure, Lord, {till higher raiſe, 
Louder to ſound its Builder's Praiſe, 


Deſcend, and ſhed abroad 
The Tokens. of Thy Grace ; | 
And, with more radiant Beams, 
Let Glory fill the Place: 
Our joyful Souls ſhall proftrate fall, 
And own, our God is ALL in ALL. D, 


HY M N CXII. Long Meaſure. 
The Bright and Morning Star. 


* Worlds of Light, that roll ſo near 
The Savior's Throne of ſhining Bliſs, 
O tell how mean your Glories are, 

How faint, and few compar'd with His, 


We ſing the bright and Morning Star, 
(Jeſus, the Spring of Light and Love) 
Sec how its Rays, diffus'd from far, 
Condut us to the Realms above. 


Its cheering Beams, ves wide abroad, 
Point out the puzzle Chriſtian's Way; 
Still as he goes, he finds the Road 
Enlighten'd with a conſtant Day, 
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(Thus when the Eaſtern Magi brought 

Their royal Gifts, a Star appears, 

Directs them to the Babe they ſought, | 

And guides their Steps, and calms their Fears,) 


When ſhall we reach the heavenly Place, 
Where this bright Star will brighteſt ſhine 3 
Leave, far behind, theſe Scenes of Night, 

And view a Luſtre fo divine! B. B. 


EY MN .CXUL. Common Mesure. 
Nie Pearl f great Price. 
; Matt. 13, 46. : 


YE glittering Toys of Earth, adieu, 
A nobler Choice be mine; 

A real Prize attrafts my View, 
A Treaſure all divine. 


Be gone, unworthy of my Cares, 
Ye ſpecious Baits of Senſe ;— 
Ineſtimable Worth appears, 
The Pearl of Price 1mmenſe ! 


Jeſus, to Multitudes unknown, 
O Name divinely ſweet ! 

Jeſus, in Thee, in Thee alone, 
Wealth, Honor, Fleaſure meet, 
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Should both the Indies, at my Call, 
Their boaſted Stores relign ; 

With. Joy I would renounce them all 
For Leaye to call Thee mine, 


Should Earth's vain Treaſures all depart, 
Of this dear Gift poſſeſs'd ; 
I'd claſp it to my joyful Heart, 
And be for ever bleſs'd. 


Dear Sovereign of my Soul's Deſires, . 
Thy Love 1s Bliſs divine ; 

Accept the Wiſh that Love inſpires, 
And bid me call Thee mine. 


H Y MN CXIV. Short Meaſure. 
Chriſt the Great Phyſician. 


LESS'd 7eſus, all divine, 
We hail Thy ſacred Name, 
And with triumphant Voices join 
To celebrate Thy Fame. 


In Thy incarnate State, 

How wonderous was Thy Grace ! 
We know Thine Arm is {till as great, 

Nor can Thy Love be leſs. . 


Twas Thy almighty Breath, 

Set Satan's Priſoners free ; 
Demons, Diſeaſes, Pains and Death, 

Far from Thy Preſence flee. 
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Lord, let us feel Thy Power 
To heal the Plague within; 

Thy cleanſing Grace alone can cure 
The Leproſy of Sin. 


' Deſcend, celeſtial Dove, 
Diſplay Thy healing Art ; | 

And Faith, and Hope, and heavenly Love, 
And every Grace impart, | . 


HY MN CXV. Long Meaſure. 
The Great Phyſician. Luke 6. 19. 


* mourning Sinners, here diſcloſe 

Your deep Complaints, your various Waes ; 
Approach, *tis Jeſus, He can heal 

The Pains which mourning Sinners feel. 


To Eyes long clos'd in mental Night, 
Strangers to all the Joys of Light, 
His Word imparts a bliſsful Ray; 
Sweet Morning of celeſtial Day! 


Ye helpleſs: Lame, lift up your Eyes, 
The Lord, the Savior bids you riſe ; 
New Life and Strength His Voice conveys, 
And plaintive Groans are chang'd for Praiſe. 


Nor ſhall the Leper, hopeleſs lie 
Beneath the great Phyſician's Eye ; 
din's deepeſt Power flis Word controls, 


That fatal Le proſy of Souls. 
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That Hand divine, which can aſſuage 
The burning Fever's reſtleſs Rage; 
That Hand, ommipotent and kind, 
Can cool the Fever of the Mind. 


When freezing Palſy chills the Veins, 
And pale, any Death already reigns: 
He ſpeaks3. the vital Powers revive; 
He ſpeaks, and dying Sinners live. 


Dear Lord, we- wait Thy healing Hand; 
Diſeaſes Hy at Thy Command 

O let Thy ſovereign Touch impart. 

Life, Strength, and Health to every Heart, 


J. 


HYMN CXVI. Long Meaſure. 
Chriſt: the Phyſician of Souls. 
Jeremiah 8; 22. 


EEP are the Wounds which Sin has made, 
Where ſhall the Sinner find a Cure ? 
In vain, alas, is Nature's Aid, | 
The Work exceeds all Nature's Power, 


Sin, like a raging Fever reigns, 
With fatal Strength in every Part; 
The dire Contagion fills the Veins, 
And ſpreads its Poiſon to the Heart. 


And can no' ſovereign Balm be found ? 
And is no kind Phyſician nigh 

To caſe the Pain, and heal the Wound, 
E'er Life and Hope for ever fly? 
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There is a great Phyſician near, | 
Look up, O fainting Soul, and live; 
See in His heavenly Smiles appear 
Such Eaſe as Nature cannot give] 


See, in the Savior's dying Blood 

Life, Health, and Bliſs, abundant flow! - 
Tis only this dear facred/Flood 
Can eaſe thy Pain and heal thy Woe. 


Sin throws in. vain its pointed Dart, 

For here a'ſovereign Cure is found; 

A Cordial for the fainting Heart, 

A Balm for every painful Wound, Te 


H:Y M N CXVII. Long Meaſure., 
Chriſt the Great Phyſutian. 


HY droops my Soul with Grief oppreſt ? 

Whence theſe wild Tumults in my Breaſt? 

„ Ws there no Balm to heal my Wound, 4 0 
No kind Phyſician to be found ? 


Raiſe to the Croſs thy tearſul Eyes; 
Behold the Prince of Glory dies! 

He dies, extended on the Tree, 

Thence ſheds a ſovereign Balm for me. 


Dear Savior, at Thy Feet I lie, 

Here to receive a Cure or die; 

But Grace forbids that painful Fear, 
infinite Grace, which triumphs here. 
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Thou wilt extract the-poiſon'd Dart, 
Bind up and heal the wdlinded Heart: 
With blooming Health my Face adorn, — 
And change the gloomy Night to Morn. 


Now give a Looſe, my Soul, to Joy, 
Hoſannas be thy bleſt-Imploy ; 
Salvation thy eternal Theme, 

And ſwell the. Song with Jeſus' Name. 


HY MN CXVIII Long Meaſure. 


-, Chriſt our Example. Rom. 13. 14. 


: REED Jeſus, how divinely bright 
In Thee-each heavenly Virtue ſhone! 
When for our Sakes incarnate here, 


How juſtly ſtyPd the Holy One! 


With what a ſtrange and vivid Flame 
Did Thy Devotion ever riſe, 

While each revolving Day and Night 
Witneſs'd Thy Vifits to the Skies! 


The guiltleſs Spirit, and the Mind 
From Pride, from Paſſion ever free, 
Patient, and juſt, and pure, and kind, 
Are faint Deſcriptions, Lord, of Thee. 


Oh! for a Faith, a lively Faith 

To view an abſent Savior's Face ; 
To trace the Beauties of His Soul, 
And all the Wonders of His Grace ! 


8. 
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Then would I gaze upon Thy Charms, 
With growing Love, and fond Deſire, 
Tranſcribing every Grace from Thee, 
To dreſs my Soul in Heaven's Attire, 


No more my heedleſs Feet ſhould rove 
In the wild Labyrinths of Sin; 

Nor Earth attratt my warmeſt Love, 
Nor ſenſual Pleaſures reign within. 


Fain would I wear Thy lovely Form, 
And in each ſacred Virtue ſhine; 
Oh! may 'Thy Spirit, on my Soul, - 
Deep trace the Portraiture divine ! 


Thou bleſſed Sun, with quickening Rays N 
Pervade this icy, flinty Breaſt; 
Kindle up Life through all my Powers, 
And be my Guide to endleſs Reſt, 


Yes, dear Redeemer, let Thy Love 
And Power theſe ſacred Gifts impart ; 
I'll tune to Thee the Song of Praiſe, 
\/ith glowing Gratitude of Heart. 


"OT 


Ihe liſtening Earth ſhall learn Thy Name, 

Appprove, and echo to my Lay; | 
Angels and Saints prolong the Theme | 
With Joy through one eternal Day. 


K 
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HYMN CXIX. Long Meaſure. 


The Immutability of Chriſt, 
Heb. 1g. 8. 


W ITH Tranſport, Lord, our Souls proclaim 
Th' 1 Honors of Thy Name: 


( 
Aſſembled round our Savior's Throne, þ 
We make His ceaſeleſs Glories known. A 


High, on His Father's royal Seat, NM; 
Our 7efus ſhone divinely great, T 
E'er Adam's Clay with Life was warm'd, T] 
Or Cabriel's nobler Spirit form'd, 0 
| Th 
Through all ſucceeding Ages, He An 
The ſame hath been, the ſame ſhall be: 
Immortal Radiance crowns His Head, My 
While Stars and Suns wax old and nds. Dic 
Wh 
The ſame His Power His Saints to guard, Anc 
The ſame His Bounty to reward ; In 1 
The ſame His Faithfulneſs and Love And 
To Saints on Earth, and Saints above. My 
Let Nature change and fink and die; * 
Jeſus ſhall raiſe His Choſen high; lr _ 


And fix them near His ſtable Throne 
In Glory changeleſs as His Own. 
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HYMN CXX. Peculiar Meaſure. 


The tranſcendent Excellencies of Chriſt in His Perſon 
and Offices. 


ESUS, how precious is Thy Name! 
The great Jehovah's Darling, Thou ! 
O let me catch th' immortal Flame, 
With which angelic Boſoms glow ! 
Since Angels love Thee, I would love, 
And imitate the Bleſs'd above. 


My Prophet Thou, my heavenly Guide, 
Thy ſweet Inſtruftions I will hear; 

The Words that from Thy Lips proceed, 
O how divinely ſweet they are! 

Thee my great Prophet I would love, 

And imitate the Bleſs'd above. 


My great High-Prieſt, whoſe precious Blood 
Did once atone upon the Croſs; 

Who now doſt intercede with God, 

And plead the friendleſs Sinners Cauſe : 

In Thee I truſt ; Thee I would love, 

And imitate the Bleſs'd above. 


My King ſupreme, to Thee I bow, 
willing Subject at thy Feet; 
\ll other Lords 1 diſavow, 
ind to Thy Government ſubmit: _ 
ly Savior King this Heart would love, 
ind imitate the * above. S. D. 
2 
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The Exalted Savior. 


OW let us raiſe our cheerful Strains, 

And join the bliſsful Choir above; 
There our exalted Savior Rei 
And there they ſing His wonderous Love. 


While Seraphs tune th* immortal Song, 
O may we feel the ſacred Flame; 

And every Heart and every Tongue 
Adore the Savior's glorious Name. 


| Jeſus who once upon the Tree 
n agonizing Pains expir'd ; | 

Who dy'd for Rebels,—yes tis He! 
How bright! how lovely ! how admir'd ! 


Jeſus Who dy'd that we might live, 

- Dy'd in the wretched Traitor's Place ;j— 
O what Returns can Mottals give, 

For ſuch immeaſurable Grace ! 


Were univerſal Nature ours, 

And Art with all her boaſted Store; 
Nature and Art with all their Powers, 
Would ſtill confeſs the Offerer poor! 


Vet though for Bounty, fo divine ! 

We ne'er can equal Honors raiſe, 

Jeſus, may all our Hearts be Thine, 

- And all our Tongues proclaim Thy Praiſe. 


AYMN CxxI. Long Meaſure. 


PA 
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HYMN CXxII. Common Meaſure. 
Chriſt exalted to the Kingdom. | 
"Phil 22 


ESUS, the Lord, aſcended high, 
Aſſumes His regal Seat ; 
While all the Armies of the Sky 
Lie proſtrate at His Feet. 


There ſhall He lift His glorious Head, 
And His high Throne maintain; 

Shall ſtrike the Powers and Princes dead, 
Who dare oppoſe His Reign. 


What Wonders ſhall His Goſpel do! 
His Converts ſhall ſurpaſs 

The numerous Drops of Morning Dew, 
And own His ſovereign Grace, 


Be wiſe, ye Rulers of the Earth, 
Obey th* anointed Lord; 

Adore the King of heavenly Birth, 
And tremble at His Word, 


With humble Love addreſs His Throne, 
For if He frown ye die; 

Thoſe are ſecure, and thoſe alone, 
Who on His Grace rely. W. 
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HYM N CXXIII. Long Meaſure. 
The Glorious Preſence of Chriſt in Heaven, 
John 17. 24» 
For a ſweet, inſpiring Ray 
To animate our feeble Strains, 
From the bright Realms of endleſs Day, 
The bliſsful Realms, where Jeſus reigns ! 
There low before His glorious Throne, 


Adoring Saints and Angels fall ; 
And with delightful Worſhip own 


His Smile their Bliſs, their Heaven, their All 


Immortal Glories crown His Head, 
While tuneful Hallelujahs riſe ; 

And Love, and Joy, and Triumph ſpread 
Through all th' Aſſemblies of the Skies, 


He ſmiles, and Seraphs tune their Songs 
To boundleſs Rapture, while they gaze ; 
Ten thouſand thouſand joyful Tongues 
Reſound His everlaſting Praiſe, 


There all the Favorites of the Lamb 
Shall join at laſt the heavenly Choir; 
O may the Joy inſpiring Theme 
Awake our Faith and warm Deſire! 


Dear Savior, let Thy Spirit ſeal 
Our Intereſt in that bliſsful Place ; 
Till Death remove this mortal Veil, 


And we behold Thy lovely Face. 1. 
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HYMN CXXIV. Peculiar Meaſure. 
The Kingdom of Chriſt. 


| | oe the Savior reigns, 
'The God of Truth and Love ; 
When He had purg'd our Stains, 
He took His Seat above: 

Lift up the Heart, lift up the Voice, 
Rejoice aloud, ye Saints, rejoice. 


His Kingdom cannot fail, 

He rules o'er Earth and Heaven ; 
The Keys of Death and Hell 

Are to our Jeſus given: 

Lift up the Heart, lift up the Voice, 
Rejoice aloud, ye Saints, rejoice. 


He all His Foes ſhall quell, 

Shall all our Sins deſtroy ; 

And every Boſom {well 

With pure ſeraphic Joy: 

Lift up the Heart, lift up the Voice, 
Rejoice aloud, ye Saints, rejoice, 


Rejoice in glorious Hope, 

jeſus the Judge ſhall come, 

And take His Servants up 

To their eternal Home ; 

W e ſoon ſhall hear th” Archangel's Voice, 
The Trump of God ſhall ſound, rejoice. 


R 4 M, C. 
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HYMN CXXV. Common Meafurc. 


The Kingdom of the Meffiah. 
Plal. 98. 
OY to the World, the Lord is come, 
Let Earth receive her King: 


Let every Heart prepare Him Room, 
And Heaven, and Nature ing. 
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Joy to the Earth, the Savior reigus, 
Let Men their Songs employ : | 
While Seas and Shores, Rocks Hills and Plains 
Repeat the ſounding Joy. 


No more let Sins and Sorrows grow, 
Nor Thorns infeſt the Ground ; 
He came to make His Bleſſings low 
Far as the Curſe is found. | 


He rules the World, with Truth and Grace, \ 
And makes the Nations prove 

The Glories of his Righteouſneſs, | 
And Wonders of His Love. Wei . 


HYMN CXXVI. Common Meaſure. a 
| The King of Saints. 
82 ye that love the Savior's Name, 

And joy to make it known; \ 


The Sovereign of your Hearts proclaiin, 
And bow before His Throne. 
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Behold your King, your Savior crown'd 
With Glones all divine ; 

And tell the wondering Nations round, 
How bright thofe Glories ſhine, 


While Majeſty's effulgent Blaze 
Surrounds His awful Brow ; 

E'en Angels tremble, as they gaze, 
And veil'd, adoring bow, 


But Love attempers every Ray, 
Love, how divinely ſweet ! 

That ſtoops to view the Sons of Clay, 
And calls them to His Feet! 


Infinite Power, and boundleſs Grace, 
In Him unite their Rays: 

You that have e'er beheld His Face, 
Can you forbear His Praile ? 


When in His earthly Courts we view 
The Glories of our King 

We long to love as Angels do, 
And wiſh like them to fing. 


And ſhall we long and wiſh in vain ? 
Lord teach our Songs to riſe ! 

Thy Love can animate the Strain, 
And bid it reach the Skies, 


O happy Period ! glorious Day ! 
When Heaven and Earth ſhall raiſe, 
With all their Powers, the raptur'd Lay, 
To celebrate Thy Praiſe. | 
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HY MN CXXVII. Peculiar Meaſure. 


Hymn to Feſus.* 


8 loyal Nations hail the Day, 

That crowns their King with loud Acclaim ? 
And ſhall not Saints their Homage pay 

To their beloved Savior's Name ? 

Ve Saints, reſound in joyful Strains, 


Jeſus the King of Glory reigns! 


Jeſus who vanquiſh'd all your Foes, 
Who came to ſave, who reigns to bleſs; . 
From Him your every Comfort flows, 
Life, Liberty, and Joy, and Peace. 
Reſound, reſound in joyful Strains, 

Jeſus the King of Glory reigns! 
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Yes, Thou art worthy, deareſt Lord, 

Of univerſal endleſs Praiſe; | 

With every Power to be ador'd, C 
That Men or Angels e'er can raiſe. — 
Let Heaven and Earth unite their Strains, V 
Jeſus the King of Glory reigns ! 


But Earth, nor Heaven can e'er proclaim W 

The boundleſs Glories of their King; a 

Yet muſt our Hearts adore His Name, Ch 

Dear Name, whence all our Bleſſings ſpring ! | 

Reſound, reſound in joyful Strains, 

Jeſus the King of Glory reigns ! Fo 
Written the 22d of September, 1361, the Coronation of Fir 


King George III. 
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How mean the Tribute Mortals pay, 

How cold the Heart, how faint the Tongue ! | 
But, Lord, Thy Coronation Day | 
Shall tune a more exalted Song ; | 
Reſounding in immortal Strains, 
Jeſus the King of Glory reigns! 


He comes, He comes with Triumph crown'd, 
In dazling Robes of Light array'd, 

Faith views the Splendor dawning round, 
Earth's faireſt Luſtre ſinks in Shade. 
Reſound, reſound in joyful Strains, | 
Jeſus the King of Glory reigns! T, 


HY M N CXXVIII. Common Meaſure. 
The Condeſcenſion and Grace of Chriſt. 


Matt, 20, 28, 


AVIOR of Men, and Lord of Love, 
How ſweet Thy gracious Name ! 
With Joy that Errand we review, 
On which Thy Mercy came. 


While all Thy Own angelic Bands 
Stood waiting on the Wing, . 
Charm'd with the Honor to obey 
Their great eternal King. 


For us, mean, wretched, ſinful Men, 
Thou laid'ſt that Glory by; 
1 Firſt in our mortal Fleſh to ſerve, 
Then in that Fleſh to die. 
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Bought, with Thy Service and Thy Blood, 
We doubly, Lord, are Thine ; 

To Thee our Lives we would devote, 
To Thee our Death reſign. 


b. 
HYMN Cxxix. Common Meaſure. 
Redeeming Love. 


OME, heavenly Love, inſpire my Song 
With Thy immortal Flame; 
And teach my Heart, and teach my Tongue 
The Savior's lovely Name, 


The Savior! O what endleſs Charms 
Dwell in the bliſsful Sound ! 

Its Influence every Fear diſarms, 
And ſpreads ſweet Comfort round, 


Here Pardon, Life, and Joys divine 
In rich Effuſion flow, 
For guilty Rebels, loſt in Sin, 
And doom'd to endleſs Woe, 


God's only Son, (ſtupendous Grace!) 
Ferſook His Throne above; 

And, {wift to ſave our wretched Race, 
He flew on Wings of Love. 


Th' almighty Former of the Skies 

Stoop'd to our vile Abode 
While Angels view'd with wondering Eyes, 
And hail'd th? incarnate. God, 
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O the rich Depthsof Love divine! 
Of Bliſs, a boundleſs Store ! 

Dear Savior, let me call Thee mine; 
I cannot wiſh for more ! 


On Thee alone my Hope relies; 
Beneath Thy Croſs I fall ; 
My Lord, my Life, my Sacrifice, 
My Savior and my All ! 
T. 


HYMN CXXX. Common Meaſure. 


Redemption by Chriſt. 


HEN the firft Parents of our Race 
Rehell'd, and loſt their God, 
And the Infection of their Sin 
H ad tainted all our Blood. 


Infinite Pity touch'd the Heart 
Of God's eternal Son ; 

Deſcending from the heavenly Court, 
He leſt His Father's Throne. 


Aſide the Prince of Glory threw 
His moſt divine Arrav, 

And wrapp'd His Godhead ma Veil 
Of our inferior Clay. 


His living Power, and dying Love 
Redeem'd unhappy Men; 

And rais'd the Ruins of our Race 
To Life and God again. 
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To Thee, dear Lord, our Fleſh and Soul 
We joyfully reſign ; 

Bleſs'd Zeſus, take us for Thy Own, 
For we are doubly Thane, 
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Thy Honor ſhall for ever be 
The Buſineſs of our Days; 

For ever ſhall our grateful Tongues 
Speak Thy deſerved Praiſe. 


W. 


HYMN CXXXI. Long Meaſure. 


Grace and Glory in the Perſon of Chriſt. 


OW to the Lord a noble Song ! 
Awake my Soul, awake my Tongue ! 
Hoſanna to th' eternal Name, 
And all His boundleſs Love proclaim, 


See where it ſhines in Jeſus' Face, 

The brighteſt Image of His Grace; 
God, in the Perſon of His Son, 

Hath all His mightieſt Works outdone, 
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The ſpacious Earth, and ſpreading Flood 
Proclaim the wiſe and powerful God ; 

And Thy rich Glories, from afar, 

Sparkle in every rolling Star. | * 
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But in His Looks a Glory ſtands, 
The nobleſt Labor of Thy Hands! 
The pleaſing Luſtre of His Eyes 
Outſhines the Wonders of the Skies, 


4 
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Grace, 'tis a ſweet, a charming Theme ! 
My Thoughts rejoice at Jeſus' Name! 
Ye Angels, dwell upon the Sound, 

Ye Heavens, reflect it to the Ground! 


O may I live to reach the Place, 
Where He reveals His lovely Face! 
There, all His Beauties to behold, 
And ſing His Name to Harps of Gold! W. 


HYMN CXXXII. Long Megſure. 
Jeſus the Only Savior. | 


ALL a bright Council in the Skies; 
Seraphs the mighty and the wile; 
—_— are you ſtrong to bear the Load, 
e weighty Vengeance of a God ? 


In vain we aſk ; for all around 

Stand filent through the heavenly Ground ; 
There's not a glorious Mind above 

Has half the Strength, or half the Love. 


But O! unmeaſurable Grace ! 

Th' Eternal Son takes Adam's place; 
Down ta our World the Savior flies, 

Stretches His naked Arms, and dies, 


Amazing Work ! look down ye Skies, 
Wonder and gaze with all your Eyes; 
Ye Saints below, and Saints above, 
All bow to this myſlerious Love. 
W.L 
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HYMN CxXXIII. Peculiar Meafure. 
Praiſe to Chriſt, 


AIL bleſfs'd Immanuel, bright immortal King, 

Sole Monarch of the happy Worlds above; 
To Thee ten thouſand Songs. of Praiſe we bring, 
Adore Thy Goodnefs, and admire Thy Love. 


All hail, incarnate God, divinely fair, 

Around Thy Throne bright Beams of Glory play, 
Beyond the Stars, above the rolling Spheres, 
Amid the Blaze of one eternal Day. 


Within the azure Curtains of the Sky, 

Far out of human Sight, there ſtands Thy Throne; 
To theſe pure Realms my longing Soul would fly, 
And make the deathleſs Joys of Heaven my own. 


When ſhall I ſee that happy World of Reſt ! 

There every anxious Thought ſhall ſeave my Soul; 

There ſhall I be for ever diſpoſſeſt 

Of Sins, that now my pious thoughts controll. 
L. 


HYMN CXXXIV. Cenmmnon Meaſure. 
: Praife to the Redeemer. 
LN in a Gulph of dark Deſpair, 
We wretched Sinners lay, 


Without one cheerful Beam of Hope, 
Or Spark of glimmering Day, 
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With pitying Eye the Prince of Life 
Beheld our helpleſs Grief; _. 

He ſaw, and O ſurprizing Love! 
He ran to our Relief. «fs 


Down, from the ſhining Seats above, 
With joyful Haſte He fled; 

Enter'd the Grave in mortal Fleſh 
And dwelt among the Dead. 


Oh! for this Love, let Rocks and Hills 
Their laſting Silence break; . .. 
And, all harmonious human Tongues, 
The Savior's Praiſes ſpeak. 


Angels, aſſiſt our mighty Joys, 
Strike all your Harps of Gold ; 
But, when you raiſe your higheſt Notes, 
His Love can ne'er be told, W. 


HYMN  CXXXV. Long Meaſure. 


A Hymn of Praiſe for Redemption by Chriſt, 


AS it for Man, apoſtate Man, 
Mercy its 1endereſt Thoughts employ'd? 
Sought out and laid this wonderous Plan, 


Worthy the Wiſdom of a God ? 


All Heaven amaz'd, bends down to view 
The Products of a Father's Grace; 
His Darling Son conſign'd to Death, 
A Ranſom for our wretched Race. 
: 


= - A 
— — — 
2 — — ——— — = _—_—_— 
— — — — 
* 


1 440 ] 


Preſs'd with our ponderous Load of Guilt, 
Keen Sorrows round His Heart Strings twine; 
There Juſtice plung'd its every Dart, $71 
Dipt in the Flames of Wrath divine. 


But now, her Quiver emptied, ſtands 
Appeas'd, and imiling pleads our Cauſe; 
Mercy triumphant claps her Wings, 

And Heaven reſounds with loud Applauſe. 


Father, and can we ſilent lic, 
We, the bleſs'd Subjects of Thy Love ? 
Well then may Rocks in echoing Songs 
Our baſe Stupidity reprove. 


No, every Power ſhall be combin'd, Is t 
To celebrate Thy wonderous Praiſe, 1 
And one eternal bliſsful Day, Deſ 
The Monument of Glory raiſe. 8. 1 
HYMN CXXXVI, Common Meaſure: $ 

de | ; Glad 
Hymn to Jeſus. T. 


ESUS, in Thy tranſporting Name 
What bliſsful Glories riſe! 
eſus, the Angels ſweeteſt Theme ! 
The Wonder of the Skies! 


Well might the Skies with Wonder view 
A Love ſo ſtrange as Thine! 

No Thought of Angels ever knew 
Compattion ſo divine} 
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Didſt Thou forſake Thy radiant Crown, 
And boundleſs Realms of Day ; 

(Aſide Thy Robes of Glory thrown, ) 
To dwell in feeble Clay ? 


Jeſus, and didſt Thou leave the Sky 
For Miſeries and Woes? 

And didſt Thou bleed, and groan and die 
For vile rebellious Foes ? 


Victorious Love !. can Language tell 
The Wonders of Thy Power, 

Which conquer'd all the Force of Hell, 
In that tremendous Hour ? 


Is there a Heart that will not bend 
To Thy divine Controll ? 
Deſcend, O ſovereign Love, deſcend - 
8. And melt that ſtubborn Soul. 


O may our willing Hearts confeſs 
Thy ſweet, Thy gentle Sway ; 
Glad Captives of reſiſtleſs Grace, 

Thy pleaſing Rule obey. 


Come deareſt Lord, extend Thy Reign, 
Till Rebels riſe no more; 
y Praiſe all Nature then ſhall join, - 
And Heaven and Earth adore, Tos 
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HYMN CXXXVII Common Aeg, i + 
The Love of Cod in ſending His Son . 
OME, happy Souls approach your God, U 
8 With loud triumphant Songs; * 
Come, tender to almighty Grace | 6. 
The Tribute of your Tongues. T} 
So ſtrange, ſo boundleſs was the Love, * 
That pity'd dying Men, 
The Father ſent His equal Son, Ne 
To give them Life again. Th 
|; . | 10 
Thy Hands, bleſs'd Jeſus, were not arm'd At 
With a revenging Rod; ws \n 
No hard Commiſhon to perform 0 
The Vengeance of a God, 1 
But all was Mercy, all was mild, : LO! 
And Wrath forſook the Throne, Ine 
When Chriſt on the kind Errand came, bp 
And brought Salvation-down, 4 


Here, Sinners you may heal your Wounds, 
And wipe your Sorrows dry; 

Truſt in che mighty Savior's Name, 
And you ſhall never die. 


HYMN 'CXXXVII. Peculiar Meafur 


The Grand Scheme of the Goſpel. Eph. 1. 9, 10, 1 


W E ſing the deep myſterious Plan, 
| Which God devis'd e'er Time began 


\ 
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At length diſelos'd in all its Light. 

We bleſs the wonderous Birth of Love, 
Which beams around us from above, 
With Grace fo free, and Hope ſo bright. 


Here has the wiſe eternal Mind 

In Cxriſt, their common Head, conjoin'd 
Gentiles and Jews, and Earth and Heaven. 
Through Him, from the great Father's Throne, 
Rivers of Bliſs come rolling down, 

And endleſs Peace and Life are given. 


No more the awful Cherubs guard 

The Tree of Life with flaming Sword, 
o drive afar Man's trembling Race; 
\t Salem's pearly Gates they ſtand, 
\nd ſmiling wait (a friendly Band !) 

o welcome Strangers to the Place. 


While we expect that glorious Sight, 

Love ſhall our Hearts with theirs unite ; 

\nd ardent Hope our Boſoms raiſc ; 

rom Earth's vile Cottages of Clay, 

o thoſe reſplendent Realms of Day, 

Ve'll try to ſend the ſounding Praite. D, 


H Y MN. CXXXIX.. Long Meaſure 
\ The Scheme of Salvation worthy of Gad. 


52 Heb. 2. 10, 


MMORTAL God, on Thee we call, 
10, % The great Original of All; 

y Tace we are, to Thee we tend, 

ur jure Support, our glorions End. 


Egan þ 2 
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We praiſe that wiſe myſterious Grace, 
That pitied our revolted Race; 

And 7e:ſus, our victorious Head, 

The Captain of Salvation made. 


He, Thine eternal Love decreed, 
Should many Sons to Glory lead ; 
And ſinful Worms, to Him are given, 
A Colony to people Heaven. 


Jeſus for us. O gracious Name! 
Encounter'd Agony and Shame; 

zus the Glorious and the Great, 
By dreadſul Sufferings made compleat. 


A Scene of Wonders here we ſee, 
Worthy Thy Son, and worthy Thee : 


And while this Theme employs our Tongues, 


Let Angels raiſe their ſweeter Songs. 


HYMN CXL. Common Meaſure. 


Cod glorified in the Goſpel. 


HE Lord, deſcending from above, 
Invites His Children near: 


While Power, and Truth, and boundleſs Love 


Diſplay their Glories here, 


Here, in the Goſpel's wonderous Frame, 


Freſh Wiſdom we purſue 
A thouland Angels learn Thy Name, 
Beyond whate'er they knew, 


ve 
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Thy Name expreſs'd in faireſt Lines, 
Thy Wonders here we trace: 

Wiſdom through all the Myſtery ſhines, 
And ſhines in % Face. 


The La its beſt Obedience owes 
To our incarnate God ; 

And Thy avenging Juſtice ſhews 
Its Honors in His Blood, 


But {till the Luſtre of Thy Grace 
Our warmer Thoughts employs ; 
Gilds the whole Scene with brighter Rays, 
And more exalts our Joys. W. 


HYMN CXLI. common Meaſure. 


Mercy and Truth met together. 


HEN firſt the God of boundleſs Grace 
Diſclos'd His kind Delign, 
To reſcue our apoſtate Race 
From Miſery, Shame and Sin, 


Quick, through the Realms of Light and Bliſs, 
The joyful Tidings ran; 

Each Heart exulted at the News, 
That God would dwell with Man. 


Yet, *midſt their Joys they paus'd awhile, 
And aſk'd with ſtrange ſurprize, 
But how can injur'd Juſtice ſmile, 
“ Or look with pitying Ey es? 
| L 4 
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& Will the Almighty deign again 
© To viſit yonder World; 
& And hither bring rebellious Men, 
«© Whence Rebels once were hurl'd ?P 


© Their Tears, and Groans, and deep Diſtreſs 
* Aloud for Mercy call; 

* But ah! muſt Truth and Righteouſneſs 
© To Mercy Victims fall? 


So ſpake the Friends of God and Man, 
Delighted, yet ſurpriz'd ; 
Eager to know the wonderous Plan, 

That Wiſdom had devis'd. 


The Son of God attentive heard, 
And quickly thus reply'd, 

© In Me let Mercy be rever'd, 

TR. And Juſtice ſatisfy'd. 

* Behold ! my vital Blood I pour, 
A Sacrifice to God; 

Let M now no more 
*© Demand the Sinner's Blood.“ 


He ſpake, and Heaven's high Arches rung ; 
Praiſe every Tongue employs ;— 

He dy'd,” the friendly Angels ſung, 
Nor ceaſe their rapturous Joys, 


U, 
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HYMN CXxLII. Common Meafure. 


The Invitation of the Gofpel. 
Ini. 55. 1, 2 
E every mortal Ear attend, 


And every Heart rejoice; 
The Trumpet of the Goſpel ſounds 
Wich an inviting Voice. 


Ho! all ye wretched ſtarving Souls, 
That feed upon the Wind; 

And vainly ſtrive with earthly ena 
To fill an empty Mind. 


Eternal Wiſdom has prepar'd 
A Soul-reviving Feaſt, 

And bids your longing Appetites 
The rich Proviſion taſte. 


Ho! ye that pant for living eee | 
And pine away and die; | 

Here you may quench your raging Thirſt 
With Streams that never dry, 


Rivers of Love and Mercy here, 
In a rich Ocean join; 

Salvation in Abundance flows, 
Like Floods of Milk and Wine. 


The happy Gates of Goſpel-Grace 
Stand open Night and Day : 


Lord, we are come to ſeek Supplies, 
And dri ve our Wants away. 


_ 


W. 
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HYMN CXLIII. Common Meaſure. 


An Invitation to the Bleſſings of the Goſpel. 


N vain we laviſh out our Lives 
To gather empty Wind; 
The choiceſt Bleſſings Earth can give 
Will ſtarve a hungry Mind. 


Come, and the Lord ſhall feed our Souls 
With more ſubſtantial Meat; 

With ſuch as Saints in Glory love, 
With ſuch as Angels eat. 


Come, and He'll cleanſe our ſpotted Souls 
And waſh away our Stains, | _ 

In the dear Fountain, which His Son 
Pour'd from His dying Veins, 


The Heart, that flinty ſtubborn Thing ! 
That Terrors cannot move; 

That fears no Threatenings of His Wrath, 
Shall be diſſolv'd in Love. 


Or He can take the Flint away 
That would not be refin'd; 

And, from the Treaſures of His Grace, 
Beſtow a ſofter Mind. | 


There ſhall His ſacred Spirit dwell, 
And deep engrave His Law ; 
And every 2 of our Souls 
To ſwift Obedience draw. 


W. 
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"HY MN - CXLIV. Common Meaſure. 


An Invitation to the Goſpel Feaſt. 


E wretched, hungry, darwin r 
Y Behold. a royal Feaſt! bak 


Where Mercy Freaks her bounteous Store, 
For every humble Gueſl. 


See, Jeſus ſtands with open Arms; 

He calls, He bids you come : 
Guilt holds your bick, and Fear alarms; 
- But ſee, there yet is Room. 


Room in the Savior's bleeding Heart ; 
There Love and Pity meet; 

Nor will He bid the Soul dapart, 
That trembles at His Feet, 


In Him the Father reconcil'd 
Invites your Souls to come ; 

The Rebel ſhall he call'd a Child, 
And kindly welcom'd Home, 


O come, and with His Children taſte 
The Bleſſings of His Love; 

While Hope attends the ſweet Repaſt 
Of nobler Joys above. 


There, with united Heart and Voice, 
Before th* eternal Throne, 

Ten thouſand thouſand Souls rejoice, 
In Extaſies UNKNOWN, 


C 156 ] 


And yet ten thouſand thouſand more, 
Are welcome {till to come: 

Ye longing Souls, the Grace adore ;_ 
Approach, there yet is Room, 


HYMN CXLV. Common Meaſure, 
The Savior's Invitation, John 7. 37. 


HE Savior calls—let every Ear 
Attend the heavenly Sound ; 
Ye doubting Souls diſmiſs your Fear, 
Hope ſmiles reviving round, 


For every thirſty, longing Heart, 
Here Streams of Bounty flow, Tr 
And Life, and Health, and Bliſs impart. 
To baniſh mortal Woe. 


Here, Springs of ſacred Pleaſure riſe 
To eaſe your every Pain, 

(Immortal Fountain! full Supplies!) 
Nor ſhall you thirſt in vain. 


Ye Sinners, come, tis Mercy's Voice, 
The gracious Call obey ; 

Mercy invites to heavenly Joys,— 
And can you yet delay ? | 


Dear Savior, draw reluQant Hearts, 
To Thee let Sinners fly 

And take the Blifs Thy Love imparts, 

And drink, and neyer'die, | 
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HYMN CXLVI. Long Meaſure. 
Weary Souls invited to Re. 


Matt. 11, 28. 


„ 
o 


("RA weary Souls with Sin diſtreſt, 
The Savior offers heavenly Reſt ; 
The kind, the gracious Call obey, 

And caft your gloomy Fears away. 


Oppreſs'd with Guilt, a painful Load, 

O Come, and ſpread your Woes abroad; 
Divine Compaſhon, mighty Love 

Will all the painful Load remove, 


Here Mercy's boundleſs Ocean flows, 
To cleanſe your Guilt and heal your Woes; 
Pardon, and Life, and endleſs Peace ;— 


How rich the Gift! how free the Grace! 


Lord, we accept, with thankful Heart, 
The Hope Thy gracious Words impart ; 
We come with trembling, yet rejoice, 
And bleſs the.kind inviting Voice, 


Dear Savior, let Thy powerful Love 
Confirm our Faith, our Fears remove ; 
And ſweetly influence every Breaſt, 
And guide us to eternal Reſt, 
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HY M N-CXLVII. Common Meaſure. 
Divine Bounty. 

Col. 1. 19.. 


ORD, we adore Thy boundleſs Grace, 
The Ileights and Depths unkriown _ 
Of Pardon, Life, and Joy, and Peace, 
In Thy beloved Son, 


O wonderous Gift of Love divine; 
Dear Source of every Good; 

Jeſus, in Thee what Glories ſhine! 
How rich Thy flowing Blood! 


Come, all ye pining, hungry poor, 
The Savior's Bounty taſte ; 
Behold a never-failing Store 
For every willing Gueſt, . 


Here ſhall your numerous Wants receive 
A free, a full Supply ; 

He has unmeaſur'd Blifs to give, 
And Joys that never die, 


Can thoſe Who hear the Savior's Voice, 
Prefer Earth's empty Toys, N! 

(Ah, wretched Souls ! ah, fatal Choice!) 
To everlaſting Joys ? 


Lord, bring unwilling Souls to Thee, 
With ſweet reſiſtlefs Power; 

Thy boundleſs Grace, let Rebels ſee, 
And at Thy Feet adore. 
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HYTMN CXLVIII. Short Meaſure, 


Now is the Day of Salvation. 


HE ſwift declining Day, | 

Ho faſt its Moments fly! ) 
While Evening's broad and gloomy Shade 
Gains on the Weſtern Sky. 


Ye Mortals, mark its Pace. 
And uſe the Hours of Light; 

And know, its Maker can command 
An inſtantaneous Night. 


His Word blots out the Sun 
In its Meridian Blaze; | 
And cuts from ſmiling vigorous Youth 

The Remnant of its Days, 


On the dark Mountain's Brow 
Your Feet ſhall quickly ſlide; 
And from its dreadful Summit daſh 

Your momentary Pride, 


Give Glory to the Lord, 

Who rules the whirling Sphere; 
Submiſlive at His Footſtool bow, 

And ſeek Salvation there, 


Then ſhall new Luſtre break 
Through all the horrid Gloom, 
And lead you to unchanging Light, 

In your celeſtial Home, 
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HY MN. CXLIX. Common Meaſiert. 
The Voice of Chriſt to the Sons of Men. 
TED let the liſtening World around, 


| In ſilent Reverence hear; 
While from on high, the Savior's Voice 
Thus ftrikes th' attentive Ear, 


& To you, O Sons of Men, I call; 
% And from My lofty Throne, 

„ Reclin'd in gentle Pity bow, 

« To bring' Sutration down. 


* Ye careleſs an hear My Voice, 
% Attend My Words and live; 

% My Words conduct to ſolid Joys, 

% And endleſs Bleſſings give. 


©& Each faithful Miniſter is ſent 
This Meſſage to proclaim; 
In every various Providence 


« The Language is the ſame. 


„And could the pale neben Dead, 
* Though deep in Duſt they tie, 
* Ariſe in viſionary Crouds, 


„ They'd join the ſolemn ory: 


6 Forgetful Mortals, yet be wiſe, 

«© While o'er the Grave ye ſtand; 
0 Leſt long-negleQed Love dhe: 
«© The Vengeance of My Hand.” 


Le 


So 
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Dear Jeſus, let Thy Spirit breathe 
On Souls which elſe will die; 
Oh, let Thy Grace our Souls renew, 


And bring Salvation nigh ! = 


HYMN CL. Short Meaſure. 


The Voice of God, and an immediate Attention to it 
| required. 


Heb. g. 15. 
T* Loxp Jehovah calls 


Be every Ear inclin'd : 
May ſuch a Voice awake each Heart, 
And captivate the Mind, 


If He in Thunder ſpeaks, 
Earth trembles at His Nod; 
But milder Accents here proclaim 


The condeſcending God. 


O harden not your Hearts, 
But hear His Voice To Day; 

Leſt, e'er To-morrow's earlieſt Dawn, 
He call your Souls away. 


Almighty God, pronounce 

The Word of conquering Grace; 
So ſhall the Flint diſſolve to Tears, 

And Scorners ſeek Thy Face, 


M, 


D. 
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HYMN CLI. Common Meaſure, 
The Heavenly Cueſt. 


Rev, 3. 20. 


ND will the Lord thus condeſcend 
To vilit ſinful Worms ? 

Thus at the Door, ſhall Mercy ſtand 

In alt her winning Forms ? 


Surprizing Grace !—and ſhall my Heart 

Unmov'd and cold remain ? | 
Has this hard Rock no tender Part? 
Muſt Mercy plead in vain ? 


Shall Jeſus for Admiſſion ſue, 

His charming Voice unheard ? 
And this vile Heart, His rightful Due, 
Remain for ever barr'd ? 


Tis Sin, alas, with Tyrant Power 
The Lodging has polleſt ; 

And Crouds of Traitors bar the Door 

Againſt the heavenly Gueſt. 


Lord, riſe in Thy all-conquering Grace, 
Thy mighty Power diſplay; 

One Beam of Glory, from Thy Face, 

Can drive my Foes away. 


Ye dangerous Inmates, hence depart ; 
Dear Savior, enter in, * 

And guard the Paſſage to my Heart, 

And keep out every Sin. 
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HYMN CLII Long Meaſure. 
The Goſpel Jubilee, 
Pſal. 89. 1 5+ 


OUD let the tunefu] Trumpet ſound, 
And ſpread the joyful Tidings round ; 

Let every Soul with Tranſport hear, 

And hail the Lord's accepted Year. 


Ye Debtors, whom He gives to know, 
That you ten thouſand Talents owe, 
When humble at His Feet you fall, 
Your gracious God forgives them all. 


Slaves, that have borne the heavy Chain 
Of Sin and Hell's tyrannic Reign, 

To Liberty aſſert your Claim, 

And urge the great Redeemer's Name, 


The rich Inheritance you loſt, 

Reſtor'd, improv'd, yau now may boaſt ; . 
Fair Salem your Airival waits, ; 

With golden Streets and pearly Gates, 


Her bleſs'd Inhabitants no more 
Bondage and Poverty deplore ; 

No Debt, but Love immenſely great, 
Their Joy {till riſes with the Debt. 


O happy Souls that know the Sound! 

Celeſtial Light your Steps around 

Shall ſhew that Jubilee begun, 

Which through eternal Years ſhall run. D:. 
Ma 
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HYMN CLIII. Peculiar Meaſure. 
The Jubilee. 


LOW ye the Trumpet, blow 
The gladly ſolemn Sound, 
Let all the Nations know 
To Earth's remoteſt Bound, 
The Year of Jubilee is come, | | 
Return, ye ranſom'd Sinners, Home, 


Exalt the Son of Goo, 

The all-atoning Lamb; 

Redemption in His Blood 

To all the World proclaim. 
The Year of Jubilee is come, 
Return, ye ranſom'd Sinners, Home. 


Ye, who have ſold for Nought 
Your Heritage above ; 
Come, take it back, unbought, 
The Gift of Zeſus* Love. 

The Year of Jubilee is come, 

Return, ye ranſom'd Sinners, Home, 


The Goſpel Trumpet ſounds, 
Let all the Nations hear; 
And Earth's remoteſt Bounds 
Before the Throne appear. 
The Year of Jubilee is come, 
Return, ye ranſom'd Sinners, Home, 5 


C. 
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HYMN CEIV. Common Meaſure. 


Regeneration, 


John 1, 13. 


OT all the outward Forms on Earth, 
Nor Rites that God hath given; 

Nor Will of Man, nor Blood, nor Birth 

Can raiſe one Soul to Heaven. 


The ſovereign Will of God alone 
Creates us Heirs of Grace; 

Born in the Image of His Son, 

A new peculiar Race, | 


The Spirit, like ſome heavenly Wind, 
Blows on the Sons of Fleſh ; 

New models all the carnal Mind, 
And forms the Man afreſh, 


Our quickened Souls awake, and-riſe p 
From the long Sleep of Death; 

On heavenly Scenes we fix our Eycs, PTL 
And Praiſe employs our Breath. W.. 


HYMN CLV. Common, Meaſure. 
The New Creation. 


TTEND, while God's exalted Son. 
Doth His Own Glories ſhew ; 
Behold, I fit upon My Throne, 
Creating all, Things new. 


M 3. 
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'n be a Sun of Righteouſneſs 
To the new Heavens I make ; 

None but the new-born Heirs of Grace, 
My Glories ſhall partake, _ 


Mighty Redeemer ! ſet us free 
From our old State of Sin; 

Oh, make our Souls alive to Thee, 
Create new Powers within ! 


Far from the Regions of the Dead, 
From Sin, and Earth, and Hell; 
In the new World, that Grace has made, 
We would for ever dwell, 
R | W · 


HYMN CLVI. common Meafure, 
Converſion. 


AREA T God of Glory and of Grace! 
We own, with humble Shame, 
How vile is our degenerate Race, 
And our firſt Father's Name, 


From Adam flows our tainted Blood, 
The Poiſon reigns within ; 

Makes us averſe to all that's good, 
And willing Slaves to Sin. 


Daily we break Thy holy Laws, 
And then reje& Thy Grace; 
Engag'd in the old Serpent's Cauſe 

Againſt our Father's Face, 
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We live afar eſtrang'd from God, 
And love the Diſtance well ; 

With Haſte we run the dangerous Road, 
That leads to Death and Hell, 


And can ſuch Rebels be reſtor'd! 
Such Natures made divine ! 

Oh let us ſee Thy Glory, Lord, 
And feel this Power of Thane: 


We raiſe our Father's Name on high, 
Who His Own Spirit ſends, 

To bring rebellious Strangers nigh, 
And turn His Foes to Friends. W. 


HVYMN CLVII. Common Meaſure. 
The Neceſſity of renewing Grace. 


He helpleſs guilty Nature lies, 
Unconſcious of its Load ! 

The Heart, unchang'd, can never riſe 
To Happineſs and God. 


The Will perverſe, the Paſſions blind, 
In Paths of Ruin ſtray; 

Reaſon, debas'd, can never find 
The ſafe, the narrow Way, 


Can Ought beneath a Power divine 
The flubborn Will ſubdue p 
'Tis Thine, Eternal Spirit, Thine 
To form the Heart anew. 
M 4 


— — — ——ä 
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*Tis Thine the Paſſions to recall, 
And upwards bid them riſe ; 
And make the Scales of Error fall 

From Reaſon's darken'd Eyes. 


To chaſe the Shades of Death away, 
And bid the Sinner live ! 

A Beam of Heaven, a vital Ray, 
"Tis Thine alone to give. 


O change theſe wretched Hearts of ours, 
And give them Life divine! 

Then ſhall our Paſſions and our Powers, 
Almighty Lord, be Thine. T, 


HYMN CLVIII. Peculiar Meaſure. 
Defiring to be delivered from ſecret and preſumptuous 


Sins. 


Pſal. 19. 


URGE me, Lord, from Guilt that lies 
Wrap'd within my Heart's Diſguiſe ; 
Let me hence, by Thee renew'd, 
Each preſumptuous Sin exclude, 


Let my Tongue, from Error free, 
Speak the Words approv'd by Thee ; 
To Thy all-obſerving Eyes 

Let my Thoughts accepted riſe, 


So my Lot ſhall ne'er be join'd 
With the Men whoſe impious Mind, 
Fearleſs of Thy juſt Command, 
Brave the Vengeance of Thy Hand, 
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While I thus Thy Name adore, 
And Thy healing Grace implore, 
Bleſs'd Redeemer, bow Thine Ear, 
God, my Strength; propitious hear, 
| M, 


H YM N CLIX. Common Meaſure. 


Hardneſs of Heart bewaaled. 


LAS! this adamantine Heart, 
This icy Rock within! 
Alas! theſe aftive Powers congeal'd 
By the Deceits of Sin! 


What! cannot all the melting Charms 
Of a Redeemer's Love, 

Nor Thunderbolts of Wrath divine 
This flinty Boſom move ? 


Canſt Thou my Soul, to Heaven ally'd, 
A Native of the SK), 


Thus, in ignoble Fetters bound, 
A willing Captive lie? 


Oh!] burſt theſe Bands, or diſavow 
The Reaſonable Name; 

Nor dare but with. a brutal World 
Affinity to claim. 


Vain Efforts theſe, no Self- ſprung Powers 
Can reigning Sin ſubdue ; | 

Thine, ſacred Spirit, is the Work 
To form the Heart anew. 


[ 164 J 


Oh let that Rock aſunder break 
Before Thy awful Face ; 

Or rather melt away beneath 
Thy milder Beams of Grace. 


HYMN CLX. Common Meaſure. 


The Foy of remarkable Converſion, Pſal. 126, 


HEN God reveal'd His gracious Name, 
And chang'd our mournful State, 
The Rapture ſeem'd a pleaſing Dream, 
The Grace appear'd ſo great. 


The World beheld the glorious Change, 
And did Thy Hand confeſs ; 

Our Tongues broke out in unknown Strains, 
And ſung the wonderous Grace, 


Great is the Work, our Neighbors cry'd, 
And own'd the Power divine ; 

Great is the Work, our Hearts reply'd, 
And be the Glory Thine, 


The Lord can clear the darkeſt Skies, 
Can give us Day for Night; 

Make Drops of ſacred Sorrow riſe 
To Rivers of Delight. 


Let thoſe, that ſow in Sadneſs, wait 
Till the fair Harveſt come; 

They ſhall confeſs their Sheaves are great, 
And ſhout the Bleſlings Home. 
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Though Seed lie buried long in Duſt, 
It Han“ deceive their Hope ; ; 
The precious Grain can ne'er be loſt, 


For Grace inſures the Crop, W. 
H Y M N. CLXI. Long Meaſure. 
The Leadings of the Spirit. 


Ca Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With Lipht and Comfort from above; 
Be Thou »ur Guardian, Thou our Guide, 
O'erevery Thought and Step preſide, 


Conduct us ſafe, conduct us far 

From every Sin and hurtful Snare; 
Lead to Thy Word that Rules muſt give, 
And teach us Leſſons how to Live. 


The Light of Truth to us diſplay, 

And make us know and chooſe Thy Way ; 
Plant Holy Fear in every Heart, 

That we from God may ne'er depart. 


Lead us to Holineſs, the Road, 

That we mult take to dwell with God; 
Lead us to Chriſt, the living Way, 

Nor let us from His Paſtures ſtray. 


Lead us to God, our final Reſt, 

In His Enjoyment to be bleſs'd; 

Lead us to Heaven, the Seat of Bliſs, 

Where Pleaſure in Perfettion is. 1 
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HYMN CLXII. Peculiar Meafure, | 


n The Pardoning God. 
X Mich, 7: 18. 


REAT, God of Wonders! all Thy Ways 
Are matchleſs, Godlike, and divine; 
But the fair Glories of Thy Grace 
More Godlike and unrival'd ſhine : 
Who is a pardoning God like Thee ? 
Or who has Grace ſo rich and free ? 


Crimes of ſuch Horror to forgive, 
Such guilty daring Worms to ſpare, 
This 1s, Thy grand Prerogative, 

And None ſhall in the Honor ſhare, 
IWho is a purdoning God like Thee ? 

Or who has Grace ſe rich and free? 


Angels and Men, refign your Claim 
To Pity, Mercy, Love, and Grace ; 
Theſe Glories crown Jehovah's Name 
With an incomparable Blaze. 

Who is a pardoning God like Thee ? 

Or who has Grace jo rich and free ? 


In Wonder loſt, with trembling Joy, 
We take the Pardon of our God, | 
Pardon, for Crimes of deepeſt Dye, 

A Pardon, bought with Jeſus' Blood. 
IWho is a pardoning God lite Thee ? 
Or who has Grace ſo rich and free ? 
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O may this ſtrange this matchleſs Grace, 

This Godlike Miracle of Love 

Fill the wide Earth with grateful Praiſe, 

And all th* angelic Choirs above! 

IWho is a pardoning God like Thee ? 

Or who has Grace fo rich and free ? S. D. 


HYM N CLXIII. Common Meaſure, 


Pardon and Peace by the Death of Chriſt. 


6 God, before whoſe piercing Eye 
My Follies ſtand confeſt, 
Thy Mercy I implore to ſeal 

A Pardon to my Breaſt, 


My numerous Sins to Thee I mourn, 
Ting'd with the deepeſt Dye; 

And, could my briny Tears atone, 
I'd weep theſe Fountains dry. 


But ſee, a Savior's wounded Side 
Far richer Streams ſupplies; 

Here will I bathe my guilty Soul; 
And thence my Hope tn all riſe, 


Juſtice no more, with awful Frowns, 
Arrays my Father's Face ; 

He lays His vengeful Thunder by, 
And melts His Wrath to Grace. 


Now tune thy Powers, my grateful Soul, 
To ling redeeming Love; 

And, with an Extaly of Joy, 
Through all it's Wonders rove. 


[168 } 


Bleſs, and adore the ſacred Three, 
W hoſe Grace and Power combine 

To reſcue Thee from Sin and Hell, 
And make Salvation Thine. 


HYMN CLXIV. Common Meaſure. 


Acceptance through Chriſt. 


OW ſhall I dare approach the Lord, 
And bow before His Throne ? 
Or how procure His kind Regard, 
And for my Guilt atone ? 


Shall Altars flame, and Victims bleed, 

And ſpicy Fumes aſcend p 

Will theſe my earneſt Wiſh ſucceed, 
And make my God, my Friend ? 


Should thouſand Rams in Flames expire, 
Would theſe His Favor buy? © 
Or Oil, that ſhould for holy Fire, 


Ten thouſand Streams ſupply ? 


With trembling Hands and bleeding Heart, 
Should I my Offspring lay ; 9 
Would this a cheerfal Hope unpart, 
Or purge my Guilt away ? 


Ah! no, my Soul, *twere fruitleſs all, 
Such Victims bleed in vain; 

No Fatlings, from the Field nor Stall, 
Such Favor can obtain. 
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None, but a dying Savior's Blood, 
Can all thy Guilt remove: 
This plead, my Soul, before thy God, 
And ling redeeming Love. 


B, 
HYMN CLXV. Common Meaſure. 


Tuftification by Faith, 
Rom. g. 19—22, 


AVE are the Hopes the Sons of Men 
On their own Works have built; 
Their Hearts by Nature all unclean, 

And all their Actions Guilt, 


Let Jews and Gentiles ſtop their Mouths, 
Without a murmuring Word ; 

And the whole Rece of Adam ſtand 
Guilty before the Lord, 


How dare we think God's righteous Law 
Can juſtify us now 

Since to convince, and to condemn 
Is all the Law can do. 


Jeſus, how glorious is Thy Grace! 
When in Thy Name we truſt, 

Our Faith receives a Righteouſneſs, 
That makes the Sinner juſt. 
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HYMN CLXVI. Common Meaſure, 
* Acceſs to God by Chriſt. 


OME, let us lift our joyful Eyes 
Up to the Courts above; 
And ſmile to ſee our Father there, 
Upon a Throne of Love. 


a Oo. 


Once *twas a Seat of awful Wrath, 
And ſhot devouring Flame; 

Our God appear'd conſuming Fire, 
And Vengeance was His Name. 


Rich were the Drops of Jeſus' Blood, 
That calm'd His bei be Face; 

That ſprinkled o'er the burning Throne, 
And turn'd the Wrath to Grace. 


Now we may bow before His Feet, 
And venture near the Lord : 

No hery Cherub guards His Seat, 
Nor double-flaming Sword. 


The peaceful Gates of heavenly Bliſs 
Are opened by the Son ; 

High let us raiſe our Notes of Praiſe, 
And reach th” almighty Throne. 


„ EY ee NT LOT DEILINEN 


To Thee ten thouſand Thanks we bring, 
Great Advocate on high ; | 
And Glory to the eternal King, 


Who lays His Fury by. | W. 


SS PX T 
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HY MN CLXVII. Long Measure. 


John 6. 68. 


1 only Sovereign of my Heart, XY 
My Refuge, my almighty Friend, — 
And can my Soul from Thee depart, 
On Whom alone my Hopes depend ? 


Whither, ah! whither ſhall I go, 

A wretched Wanderer from my Lord ? 
Can this dark World of Sin and Woe 
One Glimpſe of Happineſs afford? 


Eternal Life Thy Words impart, 

On theſe my fainting Spirit lives; 

Here ſweeter Comforts cheer my Heart 
Than all the Round of Nature gives, 


Let Earth's alluring Joys combine, 

While Thou art near, in vain they call; 

One Smile, one bliſsful. Smile of Thine, * 
My deareſt Lord, outweighsthem all. 


Thy Name my inmoſt Powers adore, 

Thou art my Life, my Joy, my Care: 
Depart from Thee,—'tis Death, — tis more! 
'Tis endleſs Ruin, deep Deſpair ! 


Low at Thy Feet my Soul would lie, 
Here Safety dwells, and Peace divine; 
Still let me live beneath Thine Eye, 
: for Life, eternal Life is Thine. 

N. | 


F. 
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H Y. M\N+ CLXVIII. Long Meeſure. 


cini our Wiſdom'and Righteouſneſs. 
1 Cor. 1. 30. 


EWILDER'D in the Shades of Night, 
We lie till Chriſt reſtores the Light, 
Wiſdom deſcends to heal the Blind, 
And chaſe the Darkneſs of the Mind. 


Our guilty Souls are droum'd in Tears, 
Till His atoning Blood appears; 

Then we awake from deep Diſtreſs, 

And ſing the Lord our Righteouſneſs. 


Our very Frame is mix'd-with: Sin, 
His Spirit makes our Natures clean: 
Such Virtues from His Sufferings flow, 
At once to heal and pardon too. 


2 be holds where Satan reigns, 

inding His Slaves in heavy Chains, 
He ſets the Priſoners free, and breaks 
The Iron Bondage from our Necks. 


g 


Poor helpleſs Worms in Thee poſſeſs 
Grace, Wiſdom, Power and Righteouſneſs : . 
Thou art our mighty ALL, and we 


Give our whole Selves, O Lord, to Thee. | 
W, 
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HYMN CLXIX. Long Meaſure. 


Chriſt our Strength. 2 Cor. 12. 7, 9, 10. 


OULD we but hear the Savior ſay, 

“ Strength ſhall be equal to the Day;“ 
Then we'd rejoice in deep Diſtreſs, 
Leaning on all-fafficient race, 


We can do all Things, or can bear 

All Sufferings, if our Lord be there: 
When we are weak, then are we ſtrong, 
Graee is our Shield, and Chriſt our Song, 


But if the Lord be once withdrawn, 
And we attempt the Work alone, 
When new Temptations ſpring and riſe, 
We find how great our Weakneſsis,. 


So Sampſon, when his Hair was loſt, 

Met the Phileftines'to his Coſt : | 
Shook his vain Limbs;with ſad Surprize, 
Made feeble Fight, and loſt his Eyes, W. 


HYMN CLXX. Short: Meaſure. 


Adoption, 1 John g. 1, &c. Gal. 6. 6. 


EH OLD, what wonderous Grace, 
The Father has be ſtow'd, 
Jn Sinners of a mortal Race, 
To call them Sons of God! 
Ws, © 


E 


Tis no ſurprizing Thing, 
That we ſhould be unknown; 

The Jews of old knew not their King, 
God's everlaſting Son: 


Nor doth it yet appear 
How great we muſt be made; 
But when we ſee our Savior here, 


We fhall be like our Head. 


A Hope ſo much divine 
May Trials well endure ; , 

- May purge our Souls from Senfe and Sin, 
As Cnxtst the Loxp is pure. 


If in my Father's Love 
_ I ſhare a filial Part, 
Send down Thy Spirit, like a Dove, 
To reſt upon my Heart. In 


We would no longer lie, 
Like Slaves, beneath the Throne; 

Our Faith ſhall Abba Father cry, | 
And Thou the Kindred own. W, 


HY MN CLXXI. Peculiar Meaſure. — 


Adoption. 
ET others boaſt their ancient Line, 
In long Succeſſion great; 
In the proud Liſt let Heroes ſhine, 
And Monarchs ſwell the State: 
Deſcended from the King of Kings, 
Each Saint, a nobler Title ſings. 


I 
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Pronounce me, gracious God, Thy Son, 


Own me an Heir divine; 

I'll pity Princes on the Throne, 

When I can call Thee mine: 
Scepters and Crowns unenvied riſe, 
And loſe their Luſtre in my Eyes. 


Content, obſcure I paſs my Days, 
To all I meet unknown, 
And wait till Thou Thy Child ſhalt raiſe 
And ſeat me near Thy Throne, 
No Name, no Honors here I crave, 
Well pleas'd with thoſe beyond the Grave, 


eſus, my elder Brother, lives, 
ith Him I too ſhall reign; 
Nor Sin, nor Death, while He ſurvives, 
Shall make the Promiſe vain. 
In Him my Title ſtands ſecure, 
And ſhall, while endleſs Years endure. 


When He, in Robes divinely bright, 
Shall once again appear. 


Thou too, my Soul, ſhalt ſhine in Light, 


And His full Image bear. 
Enough !-——1I wait th* appointed Day, 
Blels'd Savior, haſte, and come away! 


HYMN CLXXII. Common Meaſure 
Abba, Father. Gal. 4. 6. 


OVEREIGN of all the Worlds on high, 
Allow my humble Claim; 
| N 3 


C. 
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Nory while a Worm worid raiſe its Head, 
Diſdain a Father's Name. | 


My Father God ! How ſweet the Sound | 
How tender, and how dear! 8 
Not all the Harmony of Heaven 
Could ſo delight the Ear. 


Come, ſacred Spirit, ſeal the Name 
On mine expanding Heart; 

And ſhew, that in Jehovah's Grace 
I ſhare a filial Part. 


Cheer'd by a Signal ſo divine, 
Unwavering I believe ; | 
And Abba, Father, humbly cry, 
Nor can the Sign deceive. D, 


HY MN CLXxXIII. Common Meaſure, 


"The Covenant of Grace unchangeable. 

Plal. 8g. : 

J/ EF ſaith the Lord, if David's Race, A 

The Children of my Son, C 

Should break my Laws, abuſe my Grace, 0 
And tempt Mine Anger down: 

e | Sl 

Their Sins I'Il viſit with my Rod, B 

And make their Folly ſmart; _ | 0 

But I'll not ceaſe to be their God, Li 


Nor from My Truth depart. 


. 
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Once have L ſworn, I-ne&d: rnit. n 75 


And pledgꝭd may Holineſs, 
To ſeal the ſat red n. 1 ; 
To Dauid and his Rate; : | | 


The Sun nil e riſs 


And ſpread from 8 


Long as He travels roumct the Skies 150 


To give the Nation Bey. 0 ol! Bin 


Sure, as the Moon that tules the Night, ”- 
His Kingdom ſhall endur e:: 

Till the fix'd Laws'of Shade and Light 
Shall be obſerv'd no more. 


HYMN, erxxtv. Long Medfure. 


De Covenant hieping God. | 
Y God, ſhall I for ever mourn, 


Abandon'd of Thy Grace and Care; 


To Sin and Hell an eaſy Prey, 
And overwhelm'd with xiſing Fear ? 


Haſt Thou forgot Thy wotiderous Name, 


All-Gracious, Merciful and Kind? | 


Can growing Years exhauſt the Stores 


Of Love, in Thy eternal Mind b 


Shall the leaſt Shades, of a change 
Becloud the Ozigin of Light ? 


Or can the Hopes, which Truth has rais'd, 


Lie buried in an endleſs n be P. 


* 
V 
- 


* 
- 
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Sooner. may Nature's Laws reverſec, 
Revolving Seaſons ceaſe their Round pq | 

Nor Spring appear with blooming Pride, 

Nor Autumn with rich Plentycrown'd: An! 


Yon ſhining Orbs forget their; Courſe, 
The Sun his deſtin'd Path forſake ; 
And burning Delſolatic 2 mark, | 
Amid the World, his « vious Track. 


Earth may with all her Powers diſſolve, 
(If ſuch her great Creator's Will,) 
But Thou for ever art the ſame, 
IAM is Thy Memorial Rill,, 


Take Courage then, my trembling Soul, 

Fix all thy Thoughts and Hopes above: 

Truſt thou in God; He'll yet return, 

And make thee ſing ſurprizing Love. 8. 


HY MN clLxxv. Common Meaſure. 
Plal. 35. 8+ 


ALV ATION! O melodious Sound 
To wretched dying Men! 
Salvation, that from G6d proceeds, 
And leads to God again! 


Reſcu'd from Hell's eternal Gloom, 
From Fiends, and Fires, and Chas ; 

Rais'd to a Paradiſe of Bliſs | 

W here Loye triumphant reigns. 
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But may a poor bewilder'd Soul, 
Sinful and weak as mine, 

Pre ſume to raiſe a trembling Eye 

To Bleſſings ſo divine? 


My Savior God, no Voice but Thine 
Theſe dying Hopes can raiſe; 
Speak Thy Salvation to my Soul, 
And turn my Prayer to Praiſe. 


My Savior Gop, this broken Voice 
Tranſported ſhall proclaim, 
And call on all th” angelic Harps ? 
To ſound ſo fweet a Name. * 


ww 


HY MN CLXXVI. Common Meafure. 
Salvation, 


ALVATION ! Oh, the joyful Sound ! 
*'Tis Muſic to our Ears; 
A ſovereign Balm for all our Wounds, 
A Cordial for our Fears! 


Salvation! Oh, the Power and Love, 
That here triumphant reign, - 


To raiſe the Soul from Death and Hell 
To Life and God again!. 


Salvation! may its ſovereign Power 
Our ſtubborn Souls ſubdue ; 

And tune our Tongues to loftier Strains 

Than ever Mortals knew! 
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Salvation! Let the Echo fl 

Ihe ſpacious Earth around; 

And all the Armies ef the Skies 
Conſpire to raiſe the Sound. ar eint W. 
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HYMN CLXXVII. e, | 


Salvation by. Grace. 
Eph. 2. ol 


Gele tis rler Sound 55 
Harmonious to the Ear! 


Heaven with the Echo ſhall reſound, 
And all the Earth ſhall hear, 


Grace firſt contriv'd a Way 
To fave rebellious Man, 

And all the Steps that Grace dif, lay, 
Which drew the. wonderous en: | 


Grace taught my roving Feet 
To tread the heavenly Road; 

And new Supplies each Hour I meet, 
While pre ola ng on to God. 


Grace all the Woik ſhall crown, 
Through everlaſting Days 

It lays in Heaven the topmoſt Stone, 
And well deſerves the Praiſe. 
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HY MN CLXXVIII. common | Meaſures 
| Salvation by Grace. 
Tit. 23-7. 
OR, we confeſs our numerous Faults, 
L How great our Guilt has heen; 


Fookſh and vain were all our Thoughts, | 
And alt gur, Ey were Sin. 


But, 0 my Soul! 1 for ever praiſe, 
For ever love His Name, 

Who turns thy Feet from dangerous Ways 
Of volly, 1 and Shame. 


Tis not by Works of Ri hteouſnels, 
W nich our on Hands have done; 
But we are ſav'd-by-fovereign Grace, 
Abounding though, His Son. 
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Tis from the Mercy of our God, 
That all our Hopes begin; 

'Tis by the Water, and the Blood, 
Our Souls are cleans'd from vi, 


'Tis through the Purchaſe of His Death, 
Who hung upon the Tree, 

The Spirit is ſent down to breathe 
On ſuch dry Bones as we. 


Rais'd ſrom the Dead, we live wy 
And juſtify*d by Grace, 

We ſhall appear in Glory too, 
And ſee ourFather's Face, 
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HYMN CLXXIX, Long Meaſure. 


God magnified for His Salvation. 


Pal. 40. 16. 


OD of Salvation, we adore 
Thy ſaving Love, Thy ſaving Power; 
And, to our utmoſt Stretch of Thought, 
Hail the Redemption Thou haſt wrought. 


Periſh, each Thought of human Pride; 
Let God alone be magnify'd ; 
His Glory let the Heavens reſound, 
Shouted from Earth's remoteſt Bound, 


Saints, who His full Salvation know, 
Saints, who but taſte it here below, 
Join every Angel's Voice to raiſe 


Harmonious, never-ending Praiſe, 
| D. 


HYMN CLXXX. Long Meaſure. 


No Reſt on Earth. 


AN has a Soul of vaſt Defires, 
He burns within with reſtleſs Fires; 
Toſt to and fro, his Paſſions fly 
Through all the Scenes below the Sky. 


In vain on Earth we hope to find 
Some ſolid Good to fill the Mind ; 


[ 18g J 


We try new Pleaſures, but we feel 
The inward Thirſt and Torment ſtill. 


So, when a raging Fever burns, 

We ſhift trom Side to Side by Turns 
And 'tis a poor Relief we gain, 

To change the Place, but keep the Pain. 


Great God, ſubdue this vicious Thirſt 
This Love to Vanity and Duſt; 

Cure the vile Fever of the Mind, 
And feed our Souls with Joys refin'd. i 


HYMN CLXXXI. Short Meaſure. 
The Vanity of worldly Schemes. 
James 4. 1 315. 


TT O-Morrow, Lord, is Thine, 
Lodg'd in Thy ſovereign Hand ; 
And, if its Sun ariſe and ſhine, 
It ſhines by Thy Command. 


The preſent Moment flies, 
And bears our Life away; 

O make Thy Servants truly wiſe, 
That they may live To-day, 


Since on this fleeting Hour 
Eternity is hung, 

Waken, by Thy almighty Power, 
The Aged and the Young, 


E 4 1 


One Thing demands our Care; 
O be it ſtill purſy'd!. 

Leſt, ſlighted . the Seaſon far 
Should never be renew'd. 


To Jeſus may we fly, 
Swift as the Morning Light; 

Leſt Life's y young yr — ſhould die 
In ſudden endleſs Night. 


The Three chief Temptations, 
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WIV. in OY Light of Faith divine, 
We look on Things below, 
Honor, and Gold, and — Joy, 
How vain and dangerous too! 


Honor's a Puff of noiſy Breath, 
Yet Men expoſe their Blood, 

And venture everlaſting Death 
To gain that airy, Good. 


Whilſt others ſtarve. the aki Mind 
To feed on ſhining Duſt, 

They rob the Serpent of his Food 
T' indulge a fordid Luſt. 


— * I 
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The Pleaſures that allure our Senſe, 
Are dangerous Snares to Souls ! 

There's but a Drop of flattering Sweet, 
And daſh'd with bitter Bowls. 


D. 


HYMN CLXXXI. Conmion' Meaſure, 


= Aa 


F.-Y 
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God is our all- ſufficient Gd, 
Our Portion and our Choice; 

In Him our vaſt Deſires are fill'd, N 
And all our Powers rejoices,  , W. 


HYMN CLXXXIIIL Common Meaſure. 
| The Vanity of mortal Man, 
8 plal. 9 


1 me the Meafure of my Days, 
Thou Maker of my Frame; 

I would ſurvey Life's narrow Space, 
And learn how frail Im. 


A Span is all that we can boaſt; 
An Inch or to of Time 
Man is but Vanity and Duſt, 
In all his Flower and Prime. 


See the vain Race of Mortals move, 
Like Shadows o'er the Plain, 
They rage and ſtrive, deſire and love, 

But all their Noiſe 18 vain. 


Some walk in Honor's gaudy Shew, 
Some dig for golden Ore: 

They toil fog, Heirs, they know not who, 
And ſtrait are ſeen no more. 


What ſhall we wiſh or wait for then, 
From Creatures, Earth and Duſt ? 

They make our ExpeRations vain, 
And diſappoint our Truſt. 
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Now we forbid our carnal Hope, 
Our fond Deſires recall; © 
We give our mortal Intereſt up, 

And make our God our All. 


W. I 

HYMN | CLXXXIV. Common Meaſure. [ 
Frail Life and ſucceeding Eternity. J 

FT HEE we 4 WO Name! \ 


And humbly own to Thee, 
How feeble is our mortal Frame, 
What dying Worms are we! 


Our waſting Lives. grow ſhorter ſtill, 
As Years and Days increaſe; 

And every beating Pulſe, we tell, 
Leaves but the Number leſs. 


Infinite Joy, or endleſs Woe- 
Attends on every Breath; 

And yet how unconcern'd we go, 
Juſt on the Brink of Death! 


Waken, O Lord, our drowſy Senſe, 
To walk this dangerous Road; 

And, if our Souls are hurry'd hence, 
May they aſcend to God 
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HY M N CLXXXV. Common Meaſure. 


A Renunciatuon of the World. 


AIN World, thy cheating Arts give o'er, 
Thy Offers we deſpile ; | | 
In vain thou ſpread'ſt thy tempting Store 
To catch our wandering Eyes. 
Bribe us no more, with glittering Toys, 
To caſt our Souls away ; 
Nor ſeek, by ſuch deluſive Joys, 
To tempt our Feet aſtray. 


We'll never part with Gold for Droſs, 
With ſolid: Good for Shew ; 

Out-live our Bliſs, and mourn our Loſs 
ln everlaſting Woe. 


We'll never loſe the living God, 
For one ſhort Dream of Joy; 
With fond Embrace cling to a Clod, 

And fling all Heaven away. 


Vain World, thy weak Attempts forbear, 
We all thy Charms defy ; 


And rate our precious Souls tao dear 
For all thy Wealth to buy, B, 


HYMN CLXXXVI. Common Meaſure, 
Parling with carnal Foys. 

NAM Soul forſakes her vain Delights 

| 5 


And bids the World farewell; 
O 
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Baſe as the Dirt beneath my Feet, 
And miſchievous as Hell, 


No longer will I aſk your Love, 
Nor ſeek your Friendſhip more; 

The Happineſs, which I approve, 
Is not within your Power. 


There's Nothing round this ſpacious Eatth, 
That ſuits my large Defire ; 

To boundleſs Joy, and ſolid Mirth 
My nobler Thoughts aſpire. 


Had I the Pinions of a Dove, 
I'd climb the heavenly Road; 
There ſits my Jeſus dreſs'd in Love, 
And there my ſmiling God. 


ee 


W. 


H Y M N CLXXXVII. Long Meaſure. 


Parting with the World for Chriſt, 


8 bleſſed Jeſus, quickly come, 
And mark the bright celeſtial Way ; 
Within my Breaft ere& Thy Throne, 
Nor let me faint through long Delay. 


I'm weary of theſe earthly Toys, 


The World and all its flattering Charms ; .ng 
My Heart pants after purer Joys, rea 
And Chriſt alone my Boſom warms. 0 lc 
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With Coldnefs and Contempt I view 
Theſe vain, theſe tranſitory Scenes ; 
Since Grace has form'd my Heart anew, 
And wak'd me from deluſive Dreams. 


Methinks a Ray of heavenly Light 
Already darts upon my Soul; 

Methinks (the promis'd Land in Sight) 
My Heart's the Needle, Chriſt the Pole. 


What though, for Pageantry and State, 
Thouſands to Earth confine their Truſt ; 
And aiming falſely to be Great, 

Like the vile Serpent, lick the Duſt : 


My Hope, my Treaſure, and my Reſt, 
My Heart, my All, is fix'd above; 
V. The Kingdoms of the World poſſeſt 
Are vain without my Savior's Love. 8. 


II YM N CLXXXVIII. Long Meaſure. 
Mary's happy Choice. : 


Luke 10. 42. 


JD ESET with Snares on every Hand, 
In Life's uncertain Path I ſtand : 
davior divine, diffuſe Thy Light, . 

Lo guide my doubtful Footſteps right. 


ngage this roving treacherous Heart, 
-reat God, to chuſe the better Part; 
o (corn the Trifles of a Day, | 

er Joys, that None can take away. 
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Then let the wildeſt Storms ariſe ; Þ 

Let Tempeſts mingle Earth, and Skies ; 

No fatal Shipwreck ſhall J fear, | ; 
But all my Treaſure with me bear. 


If Thou, my Jeſus, ſtill art nigh, | 
Cheerful I live, and cheerful die ; 
Secure, when mortal Comfarts flee, 


To find ten thouſand Worlds in Thee, D. 


HY MN CLXXXIX. Common Meaſure. ill - 


e Choice, of , Moſes. T 


Heb. 11. 26. 


Y Soul, with all thy waken'd Powers, 
M Survey the heayenly Prize; Sc 
Nor let theſe glittering Toys of Earth 

Allure thy wandering Eyes. 


The ſplendid Crown, which Moſes ſought, 

Still beams around his Brow ; Tr 
Though ſoon great Phargeh's ſcepter'd Pride 
Was taught by Death to bow. 


The Joys, and Treaſures of a Day 
We cheerfully reſign ; *' 

Rich in that large immortal Store, 
Secur'd by Grace divine. 


et Fools our wiſer Choice deride, 
Angels and God approve; 
r Scorn of Men, nor Rage of Hell 
Our ſiedfaſt Souls ſhall move. 
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With ardent Eyes, that bright Reward 
We daily will ſurvey; _. 
And, in the blooming ProfpeRt, loſe * 
The Sorrows of the Way. = D. 
HYMN” CXC. Common Meaſate. 


Providing Bags that wax not old. 


Luke 12. 3. 
HESE mortal Joys, how ſoon they fade! 
How ſwift they pals away! | 


The dying Flower reclines its Head, 
The Beauty of a Day. 


The Bags are rent, the Treaſures loſt, 
We fondly call'd our own ; 

Scarce the Poſſeſſion could we boaſt, 
And ſtrait we found it gone. 


But there are Joys that cannot die, 
With God laid up in Store; 

Treaſure, beyond the changing Sky, 
Brighter than golden Ore, 


To that my riſing Soul aſpires, 
Secure to find her Reſt; 
And glories in ſuch wide Delires, 


Of all her Wiſh poſſeſt. 
Ine Seeds, which Piety and Love 


Have ſcaiter'd here below, 
In the fair, fertile Fields above, 
To ample Harveſls grow. 


Og 
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The Mite, my willing Hands can give, 
At Jeſus Feet I lay; 


Grace ſhall the humble Gift receive, 
And Heaven at large repay. D, 


HYMN CXCI. Long Meaſure. 
The One Thing needful. 


| Luke 10, 42. . 


HY will ye laviſh out your Years, ; 
Amidſt a thouſand trifling Cares ? 
While in this various Range of Thought, 
The one Thing needful is forgot? ] 


Why will ye chaſe the fleeting Wind, 4 
And famiſh an immortal Mind? 

While Angels, with Regret, look down 

To ſee you ſpurn a heavenly Crown. I 


TH' eternal Gop calls from above, I 
And 7efus pleads His dying Love; 

Awaken'd Conſcience gives you Pain ; 

And ſhall they join their Pleas in vain ? F 


Not ſo your dying Eyes ſhall view E 
Thoſe Objects, which you now purſue ; 

Not ſo ſhall Heaven and Hell appear, 

When the deciſive Hour is near, C 


Almighty God, Thy Power impart Se 
To hx Conviction on the Heart; | 

Thy Power unveils the blindeſt Eyes, 

And makes the proudeſt Scorner wiſe, D. 
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HYMN CXCII. Common Meaſure, 
Heeg be de elem.” © 
g e great Creator, wiſe and 


Who forms th' unerring Plan, 
Implants a ſtrong Deſire of Bliſs 
Within His Creature Man, 


But ah! theſe groveling Minds of ours 
Forget their noble Birth; 
And with inceſſant Labor toil 
For Happinels on Earth. 


Pleaſure's deluſive Form we chaſe, 
Or dig for ſhining Ore ; 

At Honor's gaudy Shrine we bow, 

Or graſp at boundleſs Power. 


In vain we chaſe, in vain we dig, 
In vain we Homage pay ; 

In vain the rapid Conqueror ſpreads 
His univerſal Sway. 


For Happineſs below, in vain 
For ever may we toil; 

Earth by a righteous Doom's accurs'd, 
And noxious is the Soil. 


Ceaſe then, my Soul, theſe wild Purſuits, 
And upwards turn thine Eyes ; 

See where thy gracious Maker's Hand 
Holds forth the glorious Prize, 


O 4 
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This precious Gem is found alone 
In His paternal Love! 

This be the Center of my Soul, 
Nor hence my Paſlions rove ! 


HYMN CXxCIII. Tong Meaſure. 
Defiring a Tafte of real Joy. 
WII ſhould my Spirit cleave to Earth, 


This Neſt of Worms, this vile Abode ? 


Why thus forget her nobler Birth,” 
Nor wiſh to trace the heavenly Road ? 


How barren of ſincere Delight 

Are all the faireſt Scenes below ! 

Though beauteous Colors charm the Sight, 
They only varniſh real Woe. 


Were I to mount the flying Wind, 
And ſearch the wide Creation round, 
There's Nothing here to fuit the Mind ; 
On Earth no ſolid Joy is found, 


Oh! could my weary Spirit riſe, 

And, panting with intenſe Defire, 
Reach the bright Manſions in the Skies, 
And mix among the bliſsful Choir : 


How ſhould I look, with pitying Eye, 
On this low World of gloomy Care: 
And wonder, how my Soul could lie 


Wrapp'd up in Shades, and Darkneſs there! 


© 9h 1. 


Say, happy Natives of the Sky, 

What is it makes your Heaven above ? 

You dwelt beneath your Father's Eye, | 
And feaſt for ever on His Love. {TNA 


My God, Thy Preſence can impart 

A Glimpſe of Heaven to Earth and Night 
O ſmile; and bleſs my mournful Heart, 
Sweet Foretaſte of ſincere Delight. 


- 
* 


Then ſhall, my Soul contented ſtay, 

Till my Redeemer calls me Home: 

Yet let me oft with Tranſport ſay, 

Come, Of my Lord, my Savior come,” T. 


H Y M-N:- CXCIV. Common Meaſure, 
Cod the Happineſs of Hes People. 
1 Sam. go. 6. 


EHOVAH ! 'tis a glorious Name, 
Still pregnant with Delight ; 


It ſcatters round a cheerful Beam 
To gild the darkeſt Night. 


What though our mortal Comforts fade, 
And drop like withering Flowers ? 

Nor Time, nor Death can break that Band, 

Which makes Jehovah ours. 


Our Cares, we give you to the Wind, 
And ſhake you off like Dutt ; 

Well may we truſt our All with Him, 
With whom our Souls we truſt, 
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WES Es, 
Great God, the Covenant of Thy Love 


Abides for ever ſure ; 1 
And, in its matchleſs Grace, we prove 
Our Happinels ſecure, | 


D, 


HYMN. CXCV. Common Meaſure. 
God the only Happineſs of His People, 
Pal, 73. 2. 


Y God, my Portion, and my Love, 
My everlaſting All, 
I've none but Thee in Heaven above, 
Nor on this earthly Ball. 


a aa «a 


What empty Things are all the Skies, 
And this inferior Clod ! 

There's Nothing here deſerves my Joys, 
There's Nothing like my God, 


1 
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Werne 


In vain the bright, the burning Sun 
Scatters his feeble Light: : 

Thy cheering Beams create my Noon, 
If Thou withdraw, 'tis Night, 
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To Thee I owe my Wealth and Friends, 
And Health and ſafe Abode: 

Thanks to Thy Love for meaner Things ; 
But they are not my God. 


— — 


— 


How vain a Toy is ſhining Wealth, 
If once compar'd to Thee ? 

Or what's my Safety, or my Health, 
Or all my Friends to me ? 


l 
| 
| 
* 
i| 
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Let others ſtretch their Arms like Seas, 
And graſp in all the Shore; 
Grant me , Viſits of Thy Face, 
And I deſire no more. W. 


HY MN CXCVI. Long Meafure. 
The Preſence of God the Light and Life of the Soul, 


Y God, my Hope, if Thou art mine, 
Why ſhould my Soul with Sorrow pine ? 
On Thee alone I caſt my Care; 

O leave me not in dark Deſpair. 


Though every Comfort ſhould depart, 
And Life forſake this drooping Heart; 
One Smile from Thee, one bliſsful Ray, 
Can chaſe the Shades of Death away. 


My God, my Life, if Thou appear, 
Not Death itſelf can make me fear ; 
Thy Preſence cheers the ſable Gloom, 
And gilds the Horrors of the Tomb. 


Not all its Horrors can affright, 

If Thou appear, my God, my Light ; 
Thy Love ſhall all my Fears controll, 
And Glory dawn around my Soul. 


Should all created Bleſſings fade, 
And mourning Nature, dilarray'd, 
Deplore her every Charm withdrawn, 
Light, Hope, and Joy, for ever gone : 
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Though Nought remain below the Sky 
To pleaſe my Taſte, my Ear, my ye": 
Be Thou my Hope, my Life, my ight | 
Amid the univerſal Night, 
My God, be Thou for ever nigh; 


Beneath the Radiance of Thine Eye, 
My Hope, my Joy, ſhall ever riſe, 


Nor terminate below the Skies. T. 


H Y M N CxCVII. Common Megfure. 
Cod my only Happineſs. 


HEN fill'd with CO anxious Heart, 
To Thee, my God, complains, 
Sweet Pleaſure mingles with the Smart, 
And ſoftens all my Pains, 


Earth flies with all her ſoothing Charms, 
Nor I the Loſs deplore 

No more, ye Phantoms, mock my Arms, 
Nor teaze-my Spirit more, 


I languiſh for ſuperior Joy 
To all that Earth beſtows; 

For Pleaſure which can never cloy, 
Nor Change, nor Period knows. 


Still, muſt the Scenes of Bliſs remain 
Conceal'd from mortal Eyes? 

And mult my Wiſhes riſe in vain, 
And ncver reach the Skies ? 


r 
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My God, O could I call Thee mine, 
Without a wavering Fear, 

This would be Happineſs divine, 
A Heaven of Pleaſure here! 


This Joy, my Wiſhes long to find, 
To this my Heart aſpires ; 

A Bliſs, immortal as the Mind, 
And vaſt as its Deſires! 


HYMN CXCVIII. Common Meaſure. 


The Chief Good. 
Pal. 4: 6, 7. 


* vain the erring World enquires 

For ſome ſubſtantial Good; 

While Earth confines their low Deſires, 
They live on airy Food. | 


Illuſive Dreams of Happineſs 
Their eager Thoughts employ ; 

They wake, convinc'd their boaſted Bliſs 
Was viſionary Joy. 


Be gone, ye gilded Vanities; 
I ſeek ſome ſolid God; 

To real Bliſs my Wiſhes riſe, 
The Favor of my God, 


Immortal Joy, Thy Smiles impart, 
Heaven dawns in every Ray; 

One Glimpſe of Thee will cheer my Heart, 
And turn my Night to Day, 


T, 
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Not all the Good, which Earth beſtows, | 
Can fill the craving Mind; | 
Its higheſt Joys have mingled Woes, 

And leave a Sting behind. 


Should boundleſs Wealth increaſe my Store, 
Can Wealth my Cares beguile ? 

I ſhould be wretched till, and poor 
Without Thy bliſsful Smile. 


Grant, O my God, this one Requeſt : ' ( 
Oh, be Thy Love alone, 

My ample Portion—here l reſt, 
For Heaven is in the Boon. 


H YM N CXCIX. Common Meaſure. 
Safety in God. 


HR are Thy Servants bleſs'd, O Lord, 


How ſure is their Defence! 
Eternal Wiſdom is their Guide, 
Their Help Omnipotence. 


hk td , 


In foreign Realms, and Lands remote, 
Supported by Thy Care, 

Through burning Climes they paſs unhurt, 
And breathe in tainted Air, 
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When, by the dreadful Tempeſt borne, 
High on the broken Wave, 

They know Thou art not ſlow to hear, 
Nor impotent to ſave, | 
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The Storm is laid, the Winds retire, 
Obedient to Thy Will : * 


The Sea, that roars at Thy Command, 
At Thy Command is ſtill. 


In *midſt of Dangers, Fears, and Deaths, 
Thy Goodneſs we'll adore, 

And praiſe Thee for Thy Mercies paſt, 
And humbly hope for more. 


Our Life, while Thou preſerv'ſt that Life, 
Thy Sacrifice ſhall be; | 

And Death, when Death ſhall be our Doom, 
Shall join our Souls to Thee, 


HYMN CC. Long Meaſurr. 
Looking upwards for perfect Happineſs, 


RES Sun of Glory, ſhine reveal'd 
In all Thy Majeſty divine ; 

Be Thy bright Face no more conceal'd, 
And give me Power to call Thee mine, 


Methinks, a Ray of heavenly Light 
Already darts upon my Soul ; 
Behold the promis'd Land in Sight, 
And Seas of Bliſs in Proſpett roll. 


But ſoon the radiant Viſions fail, 
Returning Fears their Power regain ; 
Darkneſs and Doubts again prevail, 

And Sin and Guilt overwhelm the Scene. 
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When ſhall the long expected Morn, ” | 
Sure Earneſt of eternal Day, 

Theſe Griefs and Groans to Franſport tarn, 
And ſcatter all the Shades away ? 


In Meſech's Tents, a poor Abode, 
Why muſt my Soul for ever ftay ? 

I long to climb the ſhining Road, 
Freed from the Bonds of Mortal Clay. 


All hail, ye Realms of endleſs Light! 

Of endleſs Peace, and Joy, and Love! 
Ye Guardian Spirits, aid my Flight, | 
And bear me to your Seats above! 


HYMN CCI. Long Meaſure. 
God the Defence of His People. 
Pſal. 46. 


N Thee, great Ruler of the Skies, 
On Thee our ſtedfaſt Hope relies; 
When hoſtile Powers againſt us join, 
What Aid ſo preſent, Lord, as Thine ? 


By Thee ſecur'd, no Fears we own, 

Though Earth convuls'd, beneath us groan 
Though Tempeſt-o'er her Surface ſweep, 
And whirl her Hills into the Deep: 


Though arm'd with Rage, before our Eyes, 
That Deep in all its Horrors riſe; 
While, as the Tumult ſpreads around, 
The Mountains tremble at the Sound. 


Behold fair Sion's bleſs'd Retreat, 
Where God has fix'd His awful Seat : 
God, ever watchful, ever nigh, © 
Bids Storms around-Her harmleſs fly. 


See, rous'd by Diſcord's fierce Alarms, 
The headlong Nations ruſh to Arms: 
But God aloud aſſerts His Sway, 
And Earth's whole Fabrick melts away. 


Bow then, ye Sons of Pride, and own 
That He is God, and He alone: 

He binds all Nature to His Will, 
And bids the factious World be till. 


On Thee, great Ruler of the Skies, 

On Thee our ſtedfaſt Hope relies: 

On Heaven's high Lord our Truſt we build: 
The God of Jacob is our Shield. 


M, 
HYMN CCI. Long Meaſure. 
Cod the Strength of our Salvation, Pal. 95. 
I Come, and to th' eternal King 
New. Songs of Triumph let us ſing; 


ith holy Tranſport, Him alone 
he Strength of our Salvation own. 


xtended wide beyond all Bound, 
eyond all Height His Power is found; 
or Lords with Him, nor Gods beſide, 
he Honors of His Throne divide. 
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Earth's Store, throughout its inmoſt Frame, 
He, great Proprietor, ſhall claim; | 
Your Range, ye Cloud-tranſcending Hills, 
His Power commands, His Preſence kills. 


Inrich'd by His prolific Hand, 
In Him, the All- productive Land, 
In Him, the Sea, that laves its Shore, 


Their Maker, and their Lord adore, 

O come, and let your Knees with mine, ] 
To Him in lowlieſt Homage guns 

With holy Tranſport, Him alone 4 


The Strength of your Salvation own. 1 


HYMN CCIII. Common Meaſure. 


God the only Refuge of the troubled Mind. 


2 Refuge of my weary Soul, 

On Thee, when Sorrows riſe ; 

On Thee, when Waves of Trouble roll, 
My fainting Hope relies, 


While Hope revives, though preſs'd with Fears, 
And JI can ſay, My God,” 

Beneath Thy Feet I ſpread my Cares 
And pour my Woes abroad. 


To Thee, I tell each rifing Grief, 

For Thou alone canſt heal; | 
Thy Word can bring a ſweet Relief 
For every Pain I feel, 


L 20g J 


But oh! when gloomy Doubts prevail, 
I fear to call Thee mine Lay 
The Springs of Comfort ſeem to fail, 
And all my Hopes decline. 


Yet, gracious God, where ſhall I flee? 
Thou art my only Truſt; 

And ſtill my Soul would cleave to Thee, 
Though proſtrate, in the Duſt. 


Haſt Thou not bid me ſeek Thy Face? 
And ſhall I ſeek in vain? _ 
And can the Ear of ſovereign Grace. 
Be deaf when I complain? ee” 


No, ſtill the Ear of ſovereign Grace, 
Attends the Mourner's Prayer ; 

O may I ever find Acceſs. 
To breathe my Sorrows there. 


* Mercy-ſeat is open ſtill; 
ere let my Soul retreat; 
With humble Hope attend Thy Will, 
And wait beneath Thy Feet. 6 


Ears, 


HYMN CCIV. Common Meaſure, 
Defiring Aſſurance of the Favor of God, 


| TERNAL Source of Joys divine, 
To Thee my Soul aſpires : 
p could I fay, * The Lord is mine,” 
'Tis all my. Soul defires. 
14 Pg... 
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Thy Smile can give me real Joy, 
Unmingled and refin'd; 

Subſtantial Bliſs, without Alloy, 
And laſting as the Mind. 


Thy smile can gild the Shade of Woe, 
Bid ſtormy Trouble ceaſe ; 

Spread the fair dawn of Heaven below, 
And ſweeten Pain to Peace. 


My Hope, my Truſt, my Life, my Lord, 
Aſſure me of Thy Love; _ | 

O ſpeak the kind tranſporting Word, 
And bid my Fears remove. 


Then ſhall my thankful Powers rejoice, 
And triumph in my God, 

Till heavenly Rapture tune my Voice 
To ſpread Thy Praiſe abroad. 


HYMN CCV. Common Meaſure. 


Rifing to God. 


Iſai, 60. 20. 


E tranſient Scenes of Earth, farewell, 
Nor more attract my Si ght: 
Farewell, thou ever changing Moon, 
Pale Empreſs of the Night, 


And thou, 8 Orb of Day, 
In brighter Flames array'd ; 

My Soul, that mounts beyond thy Sphere, 
No more demands thine Aid. 
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Ye Stars, that pave the ſhining Way 
To His divine Abode, | 

I count you Duſt beneath my Feet, 
Aſcending tomy God. 


There ſhall I dwell in pug Light, 
Beneath His heavenly Ray; _ 
Nor can one Moment's Darkneſs mix 

With that unvaried Day. k 


No more the Drops of piercing Grief 
Shall ſwell into mine Eyes; 

Nor the Meridian Sun decline 
Amidſt thoſe brighter Skies, 


There all the Millions of His Saints 
Shall in one Song unite ; 

And Each the Bliſs of All partake 
With infinite Delight. 


. 5 


HYMN. CCVI. Long Meaſure. 


Ns let our Souls, on Wings ſublime, 
L1\ Riſe from the Vanities of Time 3 


Draw back the parting Veil, and ſee 
The Glories of Eternity. 


Born by a new celeſtial Birth, 

Why ſhould we groyel here on Earth 
Why graſp at tranſitory Toys, 

do near to Heaven's eternal Joys ? 
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Shall Ought beguile us on the Road. 
When we are walking back to God? _ 
For Strangers into Life we come, 
And Dying is but going Home, 


Welcome ſweet” Hour of full Diſcharge, | 
That ſets our longing Souls at Large; 


Unbinds our Chains, breaks up our Cell, IT 


And gives us with our God to dwell, 


To dwell with God, to feel His Love 
Is the full Heaven enjoy'd above; 
And the ſweet ExpeRation now 

Is the young Dawn of Heaven below. 


HYMN CCVII. Common Meaſure. 
-Breathing after heavenly Things, 


Ao Thee, my God, I hourly ſigh, 
But not for golden Stores ; 
Nor covet I the brighteſt Gems 
On the rich eaſtern Shores. 


Nor that deluding empty Joy, 
Men call a mighty Name; 

Nor Greatneſs, in its gayeſt Forms, 
My reſtleſs Thoughts enflame. 


Nor Pleaſure's ſoft inticing Charme 
My fond Deſires allure; 
Far greater Things than Earth can yield 


6. 
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Thoſe bliſsful, thoſe tranſporting Smiles, 
That brighten Heaven above ; 


The boundleſs Riches of Thy Grace, 
And Treaſures of Thy Love, 


Theſe are the mighty Things I crave; 
O! make theſe Bleſſings mine; 
And all the Glories of the World 
I gladly, Lord, reſign. 


R. 
HYMN CCVIII. Common Meafure. 


Aſpiring towards Heaven. 


AIN World, be gone, nor vex my Heart 
With thy deluding Wiles; 
Hence, empty Promiſer, depart, 
With all thy ſoothing Smiles. 


Superior Bliſs invites my Eyes, 
Delight unmix'd with Woe ; 

Now let my nobler Thoughts ariſe 
To Joys unknown below, 


Yon ſtarry Plains, how bright they ſhine, 
With radiant Specks of Light; 

Fair Payement of the Courts divine, 
That ſparkles on the Sight! 


'Tis Diſtance leſſens every Star; 1 
Could I behold them nighh, | | 
Bright Worlds of Wonder would appear 

To my aſtoniſh'd Eye! 


| | 
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Thus heavenly Joys attra& my Eyes, 
My Heart the Luſtre warms: 


But could I reach thoſe upper Skies, | 


How infinite their Charms ! 


Come, Heaven-born Faith, and aid my F light, 


And guide my riſing Thought ; P 
Till Earth, ſtill leflening to my Sight, 
-_ vaniſh quite forgot. 


HYMN CCIX. Long Meaſure. 


The Chriſtian Farewell, 2 Cor. 1g, 11. 


HY Preſence, everlaſting God, 
Wide o'er all Nature ſpreads abroad ; 
Thy watchful Eyes, which cannot ſleep, 
In every Place Thy Children keep, 


While near each other we remain, 

Thou doſt our Lives and Souls ſuſtain ; 
When abſent, happy if we ſhare 

Thy Smiles, Thy Counſels, and Thy Care, 


To Thee we all our Ways commit, 
And ſeek our Comforts near Thy Seat; 
Still on our Souls vouchſafe to ſhine, 


And guard, and guide us ſtill as Thine. 
Give us, in Thy beloved Houſe, 


ain to pay our thankful Vows; : 
Or, if that Joy no more be known, 
Give us to meet around Thy Throne, 
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HY.MN CCX. Long Meaſure. 
Defering the Preſence of Chriſt. 


AIL, great Emmanuel, all divine! 
In Thee Thy Father's Glories ſhine ; 

Thou brighteſt, ſweeteſt, faireſt One, 

That Eyes have ſeen, or Angels known ! 


Oh, what a Heaven of aving Grace 
Shines through the Beauties of Thy Face, 
And lights our Palhons to a Flame! 

Lord, how we love Thy charming Name! 


Send Comforts down from Thy Right-hand, 
While we paſs through this deſert Land ; 
And in Thy Temple, let us ſee 355 

A Glimpſe of Love, a Glimpſe of Thee. 


Our Hearts grow warm with holy Fire, 
And kindle with a pure Defire ; 

Come, deareſt Savior, from above, 
And feed our Souls with heavenly Love, 


Jeſus, allure us by Thy Charms, 

Our Souls ſhall fly into Thy Arms! 

Our wandering Feet Thy Favors bring 

To the fair Chambers of the King, W. 


HYMN CCXI. Long Meafure. 
The Preſence of Chriſt defered, John 20. 19, 10. 


OME, condeſcending Savior, come, 
Illuſtrious Conqueror o'er the Tomb: 
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Here Thine aſſembled Servants bleſs, - 
And fill our Hearts with ſacred Peace. 


O come Thyſelf, indulgent Lord, 
With all the Joy Thy Smiles afford; 
Reveal the Luſtre of Thy Face, 
And make us feel Thy vital Grace, 


Enter our Hearts, Redeemer bleſt, 
Enter, Thou ever-honor'd Gueſt, 
Not for one tranſient Hour alone, 
But there to fix Thy laſting Throne. 


Enter our Hearts, make them Thine own; 

And when our Life's laſt Hour is come, 

Let us but die as in Thy Sight, 

And Death ſhall vaniſh in Delight, D. 


HYMN. CCXII. Common Meaſure. 


Longing for the Preſence of Chriſt. 


| fa vain the duſky Night retires, 
And ſullen Shadows fly; | 

In vain the Morn with purple Light, 
Adorns:the-caſtern Sky. 


In vain, diſpenſing vernal Sweets, 
The gentle Breezes play; jj 
In vain the Birds, with cheerful Songs, 
Salute the new-born Day. 


In vain, unleſs'my Savior's Face 
Theſe gloomy Clouds control! ; 
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And diſſipate the ſulten Shades, et 
That preſs my drooping Soul. E 


O! viſit then Thy Servants, Lord, 
With Favor from on high : 

Ariſe, Thou bright immortal Sun! 
And all theſe Shades ſhall die. 


Lord, when ſhall we behold Thy Face, 
All radiant and ſerene, 

Without thoſe envious duſky Clouds, 
That make a Veil between? 


When ſhall that long expected Day 
Of ſacred Viſion be, 


When our impatient Souls ſhall make ; 
A near Approach to Thee f N. 


HYMN CCXIII. Common Meafure. 


' The (Humble Penitent. 


Pſal. 1 20. 


LRo the dark Borders. of Deſpair 
To Thee, my God, I cry; 

'O wilt Thou pitying hear my Prayer, 
And every.plaintive Sigh. 


Lord, ſhoulds't Thou call me-to Thy Face, 
And mark, with Eye ſevere, 

My numerous Faults, what Hope of Grace 

My mournful Thoughts could cheer? 
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But ſovereign Mercy dwells with Thee, 


Hope dawns amid my Fears; _ 
Divine Forgiveneſs, large and free, 


Shall ſtay my flowing Tears. 


On God alone my Soul would wait, 
His ſacred Word my Stay 

His ſacred Word can Light create, 
And turn my Night to Day. 


As thoſe who wait with longing E _s, a 
To ſee the cheerful Mare, | 
So ſhall my ardent Wiſhes riſe, 
Till Thou, my God, return, 


Let fainting Iſrael, on the Lord, 


With cheerful Hope recline; 1 
For Power and Mercy, in His Word, 

With boundleſs Glory ſhine. : 
Unnumber'd though their Sins appear, 

And fill their Hearts with Pain: | 4 
His ſaving Love diſpels their Fear, 

And cleanſes every Stain. T, 7 


HYMN CCXIV. Common Meaſure, 
A Penittential Hymn. 


1 ſacred Power in Heaven above, 
Eternal and ſupreme ! | 

Accept the faint Addreſs we make 
To thy adored Name, 


L 1 


Pierc'd with the deepeſt Senſe of Guile, 
We bow before Thy Throne: 

And humbly hope for pardoning Grace 
Through Thy beloved Son. 


O may that Grace our Hearts incline 
To keep the heavenly Road? 
Though all the Powers on Earth combine 
To drive us from our God. 


Sinful we are, and oft offend 
Againſt Thy juſt Command; 

And yet Protection ſtill we find 
From Thy ſupporting Hand. 


Th' amazing Debt to Thee we owe 
Increaſes every Day; 
And yet a few relenting Tears 
Is All we can repay. | 


Thy tender Mercies, Lord, beſtow, 
Our many Sins remove ; 
And every Kr Heart ſubdue 
With thy forgiving Love. H, 


HYMN CCXV, Common Meaſure. 
Sinners pleading for Mercy. 


| at Thy Feet we Sinners lie, 
And knock at Mercy's Door; 

Wich heavy Heart and downcaſt Eye, 
Thy Favor we implore. 
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On us, the vaſt Extent diſplay - 
Of Thy forgiving Love; 

Take all our heinous Guilt: away, 
This heavy Load remove. 


We ſink, with all this Weight opprefs'd;. 
Sink own to Death and Hell; 

Oh, give-our troubled Spirits Reſt; 
Our numerous Fears diſpel, 


Tis Mercy, Mercy we implore, 
We would Thy. Bowels move 3 

Thy Grace is an exhauſtleſs Stove, 
And Thou Thyſelf art Love. 


Oh, for Thy Own, for Jeſus' Sake, 
Our many Sins forgive; ; 

Thy Grace our rocky Hearts can breaks 
And breaking ſoon relieve. 


Thus melt us down, thus make us bend, 
And Thy Dominion own; 
Nor let a Rival more pretend 


_ To repoſſeſs Thy Throne. | , B. 


HV M N N CCXVI. Long Meaſure, 
The Penitent Sinner. Acts 9. 6. 


IRONY with Guilt, and pale with Fear, 
Lo, the repenting Sinner ftands ; 

To God dire&s his humble Prayer, 

And upward lifts his ſuppliant Hands. 


1 
/ 
/ 
/ 
F 
/ 
1 
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A conſcious Bluſh o'erſpreads his Face, 
And Anguiſh fills his laboring Soul; 

A ſolemn Grief his Looks expreſs, + 
And Floods of Sorrow round him roll, 


But Jefus bids the Floods be ſtill, 

And gently: wipes his weeping Eyes ; 

The only Way to Son's Hill, ads 

By Sinai's ſmoaking Border lies. B. B. 


HYMN CEXVII. Common Megſure. 


The Returning Prodigal. 
Luke 15» 13 
EH OLD the Wretch, whoſe Luſt and Wine 


Had waſteg his Eſtate; 
He begs a Share amongſt the Swine, 
To taſte the Huſks they eat ! 


& I die with Hunger,” here, he cries, 
] ſtarve in foreign Lands; 

« My Father's Houſe has large Supplies, 
& And bounteous are His Hands.“ 


&® I'll go, and with a ſuppliant Tongue 
« Fall down before His Face; 

* Father, I've done Thy Juſtice Wrong, 
Nor can deſerve Thy Grace.“ 


He ſaid, and haſten'd to His Home, 
To ſeek his Father's Love; 

The Father ſaw the Rebel come, 
And all His Bowels move. 


— 7 — —— — 
— — 
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H Y MN. CCXVIII. Common Meaſure. 
Sins and Sorrows laid before Cod. 1 
That I knew the ſecret Place, 
Where I might find my God! 


I'd ſpread my Wants before His Face, 
And pour my Woes abrozd. 


I'd tell Him how my Sins ariſe, | 7 
| What Sorrows I ſuſtain; _ 
How- Grace decays, and Comfort dies, 

And leaves my Heart in Pain. 


He knows what Arguments I'd take 
To wreſtle with my God; 

I'd plead for His Own Mercy's Sake, 
And for my Savior's Blood. 


My God will pity my Complaints, B 
And heal my broken Bones; 

He takes the Meaning of His Saints, Or 
The Language of their Groans. Th 


Ariſe, my Soul, from deep Diſtreſs, 
And baniſh every Fear; 
He calls Thee to his Throne of Grace, 
To ſpread thy Sorrows there. W. 8. 


HYMN CCxIX. Common Meaſure. 
The Complaint and Prayer of a Sinner in deep Diſtreſs. 


H®Y. many Doubts and Fears prevail 
In my diſtracted Mind! 
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What ſad Anxieties I feel ; 
My Chains how faſt they bind! 


Ten thouſand Griefs, ten thouſand Cares, 
Like Billows round me roll, 

Whilſt not a Ray of Light appears 
To cheer my drooping Soul. 


Almighty God, reveal Thy Grace, 
From Bondage ſet me free; 

Thy Mercy Seat, Thy ſmiling Face, 
I long, I faint to ſee, B. B. 


HYM N CCXX; Long Meaſure. 
The Pharifee aud Publican. 
Luke 18, 10, &c. 


Es how Sinners diſagree, -- 
The Publican and Phariſee ! 

One doth his Righteouſneſs proclaim, 
The Other owns his Guilt and Shame, 


This Man, at humble Diſtance ſtands, 
And ſues for Grace with lifted Hands ; 
That boldly riſes near the Throne, 

And boaſts of Duties he has done. 


The Lord their different Language knows, 
And different Anſwers He beſtows ; 

he humble Soul with Grace He crowns, 
Vhilſt on the Proud His Anger frowns. 


Q 
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Dear Father, let me never be. 
Join'd with the boaſting Phariſee ; 
I have no Merits of my own; 


But plead the Sufferings of Thy Son. 


W. 
HYMN CCXXI. Common Meaſure. 
Why weepeſt thou ? John 20. 19. 


WW O my Soul, why weepeſt thou ? 
Tell me from whence ariſe 

Thoſe briny Tears that often flow, 

. Thoſe Groans that pierce the Skies ? 


8 

I 

/ 

1 

Y 

Is Sin the Cauſe of thy Complaint, V 

Or the chaſtizing Rod ? V 

Doſt thou an evil Heart lament, S0 
And mourn an abſent God ? 


Lord, let me weep for Nought but Sin, 
And after None but Thee, 

And then, I would, O that I might! 
A conſtant Weeper be! 


HYMN CXXII. Long Meaſure. 


The Penitent pleading for Pardon. 
HEW Pity, Lord, O Lord forgive, | 


Let a repenting Rebel live ; 
Are not Thy Mercies large and free ! 
May not a Sinner truſt in Thee ? 


F i 


My Crimes are great, but not ſurpaſs 
The Power and Glory of Thy Grace; 
Great God, Thy Nature hath no Bound, 
So let Thy pardoning Love be found, 


O waſh my Soul from every Sin, 
Make my polluted Conſcience clean ; 
Here on my Heart the Burden lies, 
And paſt Offences pain my Eyes. 


Should ſudden Vengeance ſeize my Breath, 
I muſt pronounce Thee juſt in Death; 

And if my Soul were ſent to Hell, 

Thy righteous Law approves it well. 


Yet fave a trembling Sinner, Lord, 

Whoſe Hope, ſtill hovering round Thy Word, 
Would light on ſome ſweet Promiſe there, 

Some ſure Support againſt Deſpair, V'. 


HYMN CCXXIII. Peculiar Meaſure. 


The Supplication, Mark 10. 47. 
. B. 


ESUS, full of all Compaſſion, 

Hear Thy humble Suppliant's Cry ; 
Let me know Thy great Salvation, 
Sce, I languiſh, faint and die, 


zuilty, but with Heart relenting, 
verwhelm'd with helpleſs Grief, 

Froſtrate at thy Feet repenting, 
dend, Oh ſend me quick Relief! 


Q 2 
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Whither ſhould a Wretch be flying, 
But to Him who Comfort gives p 
Whither, from the Dread of dying, 
But to Him who ever lives ? 


While I view Thee, wounded, grieving, 
Breathleſs on the curſed Tree, 

Fain I'd feel my Heart believing, 

That Thou ſuffered'ſt thus for me, 


With Thy Righteouſneſs and Spirit, 
I am more than Angels bleſt ; 

Heir with Thee, all Things inherit, 
Peace, and Joy, and endlels Reſt, 


Without Thee, the World poſſeſſing, 

I ſhould be a Wretch undone : 

Search through Heaven, the Land of Bleſſing, 
Seeking Good, and finding None, 


Hear then, bleſſed Savior, hear me, D 
My Soul cleaveth to the Duſt ; 
Send the Comforter to cheer me, Je 


Lo! in Thee I put my Truſt, 


On the Word, Thy Blood hath ſealed, 
Hangs my everlaſting All ; 
Let Thine Arm be now revealed, 


Stay, O ſtay me, leſt I fall!! 


In the World of endleſs Ruin, 

Let it never, Lord, be ſaid, 

% Here's a Soul that periſh'd, ſuing 
« For the boaſted Savior's Aid ?“ 
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Sav'd !—the Deed ſhall ſpread new Glory 
Through the ſhining Realms above; 
Angels ſing the pleaſing Story, 

All enraptur'd with Thy Love! D. T, 


HYMN CCXXIV. Common Meaſure, 


Imploring Mercy. 
ESUS, and didſt Thou condeſcend 


When veil'd in human Clay, 
To heal the Sick, the Lame, the Blind, 
And drive Diſeaſe away ? 


And didſt thou pity wretched Worms, 
And make the Leper whole ? 
O let Thy Power and Mercy heal 
My Sin-diſeaſed Soul! 8 


Didſt Thou regard the Beggar's Cry, 
And give the Blind to ſee? | 
Jelus, Thou Son of David, hear, 1 
Have Mercy too on me! ll 


Aud didſt Thou pity mortal Woe, 
And Sight and Health reſtore ? 

Pity, O Lord ! and fave my Soul, 
Which needs Thy Mercy more ! 


And didſt Thou fave a trembling Frame, 
When ſinking in the Wave ? 

{ periſh Lord! O ſave my Soul! 
For Thou alone canſt ſave. 


Q 3 


Am 2. 


E 5 


HYMN CCXXV. Peculiar Meaſure. 
The Humble Suppliant hoping in God. 
Pſal. 28. 
CER my Strength, to Thee I pray, 


Turn not Thou Thine Ear away; 
Gracious to my Words attend, 
While the ſuppliant Knee I bend. 


Give me, nor Thy Wrath to know, 
Nor to feel the yengeful Blow, 

By Thy juſt Decrees aſſign'd 
To the * of impious ? Mind. 


On Thy long-experienc'd Aid,! 
See my 2 for ever ſtay'd; 
While my Heart, with Joy poſſeſt, 
Leaps within my throbbing Breaſt. 


Give me, Lord, Thy Love to ſhare, 

Feed me with a Shepherd's Care: 

Save Thy People from Diſtreſs, 

And Thy Patrimony bleſs, M, 


HYMN CCXXVI. Long Meaſure. 
The Repenting Sinner accepted. Luke 15, g2« 
PHE wig mighty God will not deſpiſe 


The 8 Heart for Sacrifice; 
The deep fetch'd Sigh, the ſecret Groan 
Riſes accepted to the Throne, 


A — 
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He meets, with Tokens of His Grace, 
The trembling Lip, the bluſhing Face; 
His Bowels yearn when Sinners pray, 
And Mercy bears their Sins away. 


—— 


When fill'd with Grief, o'erwhelm'd with Shame, 
He pitying, heals their broken Frame ; 

He hears their ſad Complaints and ſpies, 

His Image in their weeping Eyes, 


Thus, what a rapturous Joy poſſeſt 
The tender Parent's throbbing Breaſt, 
To ſee his Spendthrift, Son return, 

And hear him his pals'd Follies mourn ! 


B.B, 


HYMN CCXXVII. Common Meaſure, 


Pardoning Grace. 
Pal. 130. 


M, (5 God, ſhould Thy ſeverer Eye, 
| And Thine impartial Hand 
Mark and revenge Iniquity, 
What mortal Fleſh could ſtand ? 


But there are Pardons with our God, 
For Crimes of high Degree ; 

Thy Son has bought them with His Bleod, 
To draw us near to Thee, X 


Q 4 


Then in the Lord let 1frael truſt, 
Let Iſrael ſeek His Face; 

The Lord is good as well as juſt, 

And plenteous in His Grace, 


There's full Redemption at His Throne 
For Sinners long enſlav'd; 
The great Redeemer is His Son, 
And 1frael ſhall be ſav'd. * 


HYMN CCXXVIII. Long Meafure. 


Satan repiulfed ; or, Deſpair prevented, by Views of 
the Divine Mercy, 


Ts falſe thou vile Accuſer, go, 
4 I ſee through all the thin Diſguiſe';- 
Back, to thy native Realms below, 
+ Thou Parent of Deceit and Lies! 


Think not to drive my trembling Soul, 
Laden with Guilt, to black Deſpair : * 
Haſt thou ſurvey'd the ſacred Roll, 

And found my Name not written there? 


Preſumptuous Thought! to fix the Bound, 
Io limit Mercy's ſovereign Reign; H 
What other happy Souls have found, 
I'll feek, nor ſhall I ſeek in vain, 


j I own my Guilt, thy Charge confeſs, 
Nor can thy Malice make it more; 


Of Crimes, already numberleſs, 
Vain the Attempt to {well the Score, 


Set the black Liſt before my Sight; — 
While I remember Jeſus dy'd, 

'Twill only urge my ſpecdior Flight 
To ſeek Salvation at His Side, 


Low at His Feet I'll caſt me down, 

To Him reveal my Grief and Fear; 
And, if He ſpurns me from His Throne, 
I'll be the Firſt who periſh'd there. 


HYMN CCXXIX. Short Meaſure, 


The abounding Compaſſion of God. 


Pſal. 10g. 


Mt Soul, attempt His Praiſe 
Whoſe Mercies are ſo great: 
Whoſe Anger is ſo ſlow to riſe, 

So ready to abate, 


He will not always chide, 
And, when His Strokes are felt, 

His Strokes are fewer than our Crimes, 
And lighter than our Guilt, | 


High as the Heavens are rais'd 

Above the Ground we tread, 
So far the Riches of His Grace 
Our higheſt Thoughts exceed. 


C. 
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His Power ſubdues our Sins, 
And His forgiving Love, 

Far as the Eaſt is from the Weſt, 
Doth all our Guilt remove. 


The Pity of the Lord, 

To thoſe that fear His Name, 
Is ſuch as tender Parents feel; 

He knows our feeble Frame. 


He knows we are but Duſt 

Scatter'd with every Breath; 
His Anger, like a riſing Wind, 

Can ſend us ſwift to Death. 


But Thy Compaſſions, Lord, 
To endleſs Years endure ; 
And Children's Children ever find 
Thy Word of Promile ſure, W. 


HYMN COXXX. Common Meaſure. 
Sinners invited to return to the Lord. | 


Jer. 4. 1. 2. 
1 is the Lord of Glory calls, 


Let every Sinner hear: 
Stop, ye Revolters, in Courſe, 
And hearken, and come near. 


What though, in Sin's deluſive Paths, 
* Ye from your Youth have ſtray'd; 

* What though my Meſſages of Love 
Have been with Scorn repay'd ; 
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« Yet now return, and Grace divine 
« Your Wanderings ſhall forget; 
&« If loyal Zeal and Love dethrone 

% Each Idol from its Seat, 


« Return, and dwell ſecure on Earth, 
& Asin your Lord's Embrace; 
Till in the Land of perfect Joy, 
% Ye find anobler Place.“ 


Father of Mercies, lo, we come, 
Subdu'd by ſuch a Call; 
O let the Hand of Grace divine 
Reduce, and bleſs us all. D. 


HYMN CCXXXI. Peculiar Meaſure. 


It is I, be not afraid. 


John 6. 20, 


NCLEAN ! unclean ! and full of Sin, 
From firſt to laſt, alas I've been! 
Deceitful is my Heart. 
Guilt preſſes down my burden'd Soul, 
But Jeſus can the Waves controll, 
And bid my Fears depart, 


When firſt I heard His Word of Grace, 
Ungratefully I hid my Face, 
Ungratefully delay'd : 
At length His Voice more powerful came, 
% Tis I,” He cry'd, © I, ſtill the ſame, 
Thou need'ſt not be afraid,” 
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My Heart was chang'd, in that ſame Hour 
My Soul confeſs'd His mighty Power, 
Out flow'd the briny Tear : 
I liſten'd ſti!l to hear His Voice, 
Again He ſaid, © In Me rejoice, 
£ *Tis I, thou need'ſt not fear.“ 


& Unworthy of Thy Love,” I cry'd, 
„ Freely I love,” He ſoon reply'd, 
© On Me Thy Faith be ſtaid; 
& On Me for every Thing depend, 
“ I'm 7ejus ſtill, the Sinner's Friend, 
© Thou need'ſt not be afraid.“ I, 


HYMN CCXXXII. Short Meaſure. 
Faith. 


AITH !1—'tis a precious Grace, 
Where'er it is beltow'd ! 
It boaſts of a celeſtial Birth, 
And is the Gift of God! 


eſus it owns a King, 

An All-atoning Prieſt, 
It claims no Merit of its own, 
But looks for all in Chriſt. 


To Him it leads the Soul, 
When fill'd with deep Diſtreſs; 

Flies to the Fountain of His Blood, 

And truſts His Righteouſneſs, 


1 


Since ts Thy Work alone, 
And that divinely free ; 
Lord, ſend the Spirit of Thy Son 
To work this Faith in Me, B. B. 


HYM N CCXXXII. Common Meaſure. 
Faith. 2 Cor. 5. 7. 


E leads to Joys beyond the Sky; 
Why then is this weak Mind 
Afraid to raiſe a cheerful Eye, 

To more than Senſe can find ? 


Senſe can but furniſh Scenes of Woe, g 
In this low Vale of Tears; | 

No Groves of heavenly Pleaſure grow, 1 
No Paradiſe appears. | 


Ah! why ſhould this miſtaken Mind 
Still rove with reſtleſs Pain P 
Delight on Earth expect to find, 
Yet {till expect in vain ? 


Faith, riſing upward, points her View 
To Regions in the Skies; 

There lovelier Scenes than Eden knew 
In bright Perſpective riſe. 


Ll 
- — — — — —— — 
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Oh! if this Heaven-born Grace were mine, 
Would not my Spirit ſoar, 
Tranſported gaze on Joys divine, 
And cleave to Earth no more ? 


— — —— — — o— = — 
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If in my Heart true Faith appears, 
How weak the ſacred Ray! 
Feebly aſpiring, preſs'd with Fears, 

Almoſt it dies away. 


O Thou, from whoſe almighty Breath 
It firſt began to riſe, 

Purge off theſe Miſts, theſe Dregs of Earth, 
And bid it reach the Skies. 


Let this weak, erring Mind no more 
On Earth bewilder'd rove ; 
But with celeſtial Ardor ſoar 


To endleſs Joys above. 
T. 


HY MN CCXXXIV. Common Meaſure. 


The Power of Faith. 
F adds new Charms to earthly Bliſs, 


And ſaves me from its Snares ; 
Its Aid in every Duty brings, 
And ſoftens all my Cares. 


Extinguiſhes the Thirſt of Sin, 0 
And lights the ſacred Fire 

Of Love to God and heavenly Things, 
And feeds the pure Deſire. 


The wounded Conſcience knows its Power 
The healing Balm to give; 

That Balm the ſaddeſt Heart can cheer, 
And make the Dying live, 
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Wide it unveils celeſtial Worlds, 
Where deathleſs Pleaſures reign ; 

And bids me ſeek my Portion there, 
Nor bids me {eek in vain. 


Shews me the precious Promiſe, ſeal'd 
With the Redeemer's Blood; 


And helps my feeble Hope to reſt 
Upon a faithful God, 


There, there unſhaken would I reſt, 
Till this vile Body dies ; 

And then, on Faith's triumphant Wings, 
At once to Glory riſe, 


D. T. 


HYMN CCXXXV, Common Meaſure. 


A Living and a Dead Faith. 


ISTAKEN Souls! that dream of Heaven, 
And make their empty Boaſt 
Of inward Joys, and Sins forgiven, 
While they are Slaves to Luft ! 


Vain are our Fancies, airy Flights, 
If Faith be cold and dead ; 

None but a living Power unites 
To Chriſt the living Head. 


Tis Faith, that purihes the Heart, 
'Tis Faith, that works by Love ; 

That bids our ſinful Joys depart, 
And liſts our Thoughts above. 
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'Tis Faith, that conquers Earth and Hell 
By a celeſtial Power; 

This is the Grace that ſhall prevail 
In the decifive Hour, 


W. 
HY MN CCXXXVI. Common Meaſure. 


Fear not for I am with thee. 


Iſaiah 41: 10. 


ND art Thou with us, gracious Lord, 
To diſſipate our Fear? 
Doſt Thou proclaim Thyſelf our God, 
Our God for ever near? 


Doſt Thou a Father's Bowels feel 
For all Thy humble Saints ? 

And in ſuch friendly Accents ſpeak 
To ſooth their ſad Complaints? 


Why droop our Hearts ? Why flow our Eyes 
While ſuch a Voice we hear ? 

Why riſe our Sorrows and our Fears, 
While ſuch a Friend is near ? 


To all Thy other Favors, add 
A Heart to truſt Thy Word; 
And Death itſelf ſhall hear us ſing, 
While reſting on the Lord, 
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HYMN CCXXXVII. Peculiar Meafure. 
Truft in God. Pſal, 40. | 


ITH patient Hope my God I ſought; 
He, far beyond my utmoſt Thought, 
His —_— Help apply'd : | 
He, from the dark and miry Pit, 
High on the Rock has rais'd my Feet, 
Nor fear my Steps to ſlide, 


His Praiſe inſpires my grateful Tongue, 
And dictates to my Lips a Song, 

In Strains unheard before : 
Admiring Crouds His Work ſhall ſee, 
Their Strength on Him repoſe with me, 

With me His Name adore, 


| Bleſs'd, who in Thee, great God, confide, 
Nor madly truſt the Arm of Pride, 

And Helps that but betray : 
Thy Mercies, Lord, all Praiſe furmount, 
Nor Numbers can their Sum recount, 


Nor Words their Worth diſplay. M. 


HYMN CCXXXVIII. Long Meaſure. 


Truſt in God under the various Calamities of Liſe. 
Micah 7. 5—10, 


Hy, oh my Heart, theſe anxious Cares ? 
Why theſe tumultuous ſickening Fears? 

Vhy thus, all-penſive and forlorn, 

Volt thou thy thickening Troubles mourn ? 


D, 
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When threatening Storms around Thee riſe, 
And lowering Tempeſis ſpread the Skies, 

On God, my Soul; thy Burden caft, 

And ſeek in Him a peaceful Reſt. 


If Falſhood and Deceit abound, 
And Envy's Darts in ſecret wound, 
If earthly Springs of Comfort dry, 
And every Mooming Joy ſhou die; 


Silent I'll bear Thy chaſtening Rod, | 
Thy juſt Diſpleaſure, oh my God; 
On Thee I'll wait with eager Eyes, ; 
To Thee my Prayer with Hope ſhall riſe. 


Yes, I ſhall hear Thy cheering Voice, / 
In Thee my Soul ſhall yet rejoice; 
Thou wilt reveal Thy ſmiling Face, T 


Ane hence theſe gloomy Horrors chace. 


Thou art my Savior, Thou my God, 
Thy Grace will I proclaim abroad ; 
That Grace which bears my Guilt away, 
And turns the blackeſt Night to Day. 


8. 
HYMN CCXXXIX. Common Meaſure. 


A Table furniſhed in the Wilderneſs, Pal. 78. 19, 20. 


ARENT of univerſal Good ! 
We own Thy bounteous Hand, 
Which doth ſo rich a Table ſpread 
In this vile Deſert Land, 
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Struck by Thy Power, the ng Rocks 


ſhing Torrents flow 
J. athered Wanderers of the Air 
Thy guiding Inftin& know. 


The pregnant Clouds, at Thy Command, 
Send down delicious Bread; 

And by the pearly Drops of Dew 
Are numerous Armies 


orted thus, Thine Ifrael march'd 
"Fe promis'd Land to gain; 

And ſha Thy Children now 
To ſeek their God in vain ? 


Are all Thy Stores exhauſted now ? 
Or does Thy Mercy fail? 


That Faith ſhould langeith in our Breaſts, 
And anxious Cares prevail? 


Ye baſe unworthy Fears, be gone 
And wide pee in Air; N 
Then ſhould we feel a Father's Rod, 
When we ſuſpe& His Care. | D. 


; HYMN CCXL. Common Meaſure. 


Submiffion to God in Aiclion. Pfal. 46. 10. 


EACE, *tis the Lord Jehovah's Hand, 
That blaſts our Joys in Death ; 
Changes the Viſage once ſo dear, 
And gathers back = Breath. 
2 
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'Tis He, the Potentate ſupreme 
Of all the Worlds above, 
Whoſe ſteady Counſels wiſely rule, 
Nor from their * move. 


*Tis He, whoſe Juſtice might demand 
Our Souls a Sacrifice; 

Vet ſcatters, with unwearied Hand, 
A thouſand rich Supplies. 


Our Covenant God and Father He, 

In Chriſt our bleeding Lord; ] 
Whoſe Grace can heal the burſting Heart 

With one reviving Word. 


Fair Garlands of immortal Bliſs 
He weaves for every Brow 3 
And ſhall rebellious Paſſions riſe, 
When He corretts us now ? 


Silent we own Jehovah's Name, 
We kiſs the ſcourging Hand; 
And yield our Comforts and our Life 


To Thy ſupreme Command, D. 
HYMN CCXLI. Common Meaſure. L 
Submiſſion tothe Providence of God, Job 1. 2 bo . 
AK Eb as from the Earth we came, g 


And crept to Life at firſt; 
So to the Earth we ſoon return, 


And mingle with our Duſt. 


C) 
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The dear Delights we here enjoy, 
And fondly call our own, | 
Are but ſhort Favors, borrow'd now, 

To be repaid anon, 


'Tis God that lifts our Comforts high, 
Or ſinks them in the Grave; | 
He gives, and, bleſſed be His Name! 

He takes but what He gave. | 


Peace all our angry Paſſions then, 
Let each rebellious Sigh 

Be filent at His ſovereign Will, 
And every Murmur die. 


lf ſmiling Mercy crown our Lives, 
Its Praiſes ſhall be ſpread; 
And we'll adore the Jullice toa, 
That ſtrikes our Comforts dead. 
W. 


HY MN ccxLII. Long Meaſure. 


The Myſteries Providence. 
1233 how myſterious are Thy Ways! 


44 How blind are we! how mean our Praiſe! 
Thy Steps can mortal Eyes explore ? 
Tis ours, to wonder and adore ! 


Thy deep Decrees, from Creature Sight, 
Are hid in Shades of awful Night; 
Amid the Lines, with curious Eye, 
Not Angel Minds preſume to pry. 
| R 3 | 


- 
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Great God, I would not aſk to ſee 
What in Futurity ſhall be; 

If Light and Bliſs attend my Days, 
Then let my future Hours be Praife. 


Is Darkneſs and Diſtreſs my Share 

Then Jet me truſt Thy Guardian Care ; 
Enough for me, if Love divine, 

At length through every Cloud ſhall ſhine, 


Yet this my Soul defires to know, 

Be this my only Wiſh below ; 

«© That Chriſt is mine!“ This great Requeſt 
Grant, bounteous God,—and I am bleſt ! a 


HYMN CCxLIII. Common Meaſur:, 


The Benefit of Affliftions, 


HY People, Lord, have ever found 
Tis good to bear Thy Rod; 
_ AfMiQtions makes us learn Thy Law, 


And live upon our God. 
This is the Comfort we enjoy, 

When new Diſtreſs begins ; T 
We read Thy Word, we run Thy Way, 

And hate our former Sins. A 


Thy Judgments Lord are always right, 
Though they may ſeem ſevere; 

The ſharpeſt Sufferings, we endure, 
Flow from Thy faithful Care, 
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Before we knew Thy chaſtening Rad, 
Our Feet were apt to ſtray ; 

But now we learn to keep Thy Word, 
Nor wander from Thy Way, 


W. 
HY MN CCXLIV, Common Meaſure. 


The Hope of Heaven our Support under Trials on 
Earth, 


HEN we can read our Title clear 
To Manſions in the Skies; 
We bid farewell to every Fear, 
And wipe our weeping Eyes. 


Should Death againſt our Souls engage, 
And helliſh Darts be hurl'd ; 

Then we can ſmile at Satan's Rage, 
And face a frowning World, 


Should Cares like a wild Deluge come, 
And Storms of Sorrow fall; 

May we but ſafely reach our Home, 
Oar God, our Heaven, our All; 


There ſhall we bathe our weary Souls 
In Seas of heavenly Reſt | 
And not a Wave of Trouble roll 


{croſs our peaceful Breaſt, 
R 4 W. 
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HYMN CCXLV. | Common Meafure. 


For a Time of general Sickneſs. 2511 


EAT H, with his dread Commiſſion ſeal'd, 
Now haſtens to his Arms; 
In awful State he takes the Field, 
And ſounds his dire Alarms. 


Attendant Plagues around him ſtand, 
And wait his dread Command; 
And Pains, and dying Groans obey 

The Signal of his Hand. 


With cruel Force, he ſcatters round 
His Shafts of deadly Power ; 

While the Grave waits its deſtin'd Prey, 
Impatient to devour, _ 


Look up, ye Heirs of endleſs Joy, 
Nor let your Fears prevail; 
Eternal Life is your Reward, 


When Life on Earth ſhall fail. 


What though his Darts, promiſcuous hurl'd, 
Deal fatal Plagues around ; 

And Heaps of putrid Carcaſes 
O'erload the cumber'd Ground: 


The Arrows, that ſhall wound your Fleſh, 
Were given him from above, | 

Dipt in the great Redeemer's Blood, 

And ſeather'd all with Love. 
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Theſe, with a gentle Hand, He throws, 
And Saints lie galping 5... 
But heavenly Strength ſupports their Souls, 
And bears them Conquerors through, ; 


Joyful they ſtretch their wings abroad, 
And all in Triumph riſe 

To the fair Palace of their God, 
And Manſions in the Skies. L, 


"HY MN CCXLVI. common Meaſure. . 
Hope in Aſliclion. | 
2 Cor. 4. 17. 


FL in this wretched Vale of Tears, 
What various Woes we feel! 

Diſeaſes, Pains, and Doubts, and Fears 
Surround Thy Children ſtill. 


Darkneſs and Dangers fill the Road, 
And Storms and Tempeſts roar ; 

But we march onward to our God, 
And truſt His Guardian Power, 


What though no laſting Comfort's found 
Through this long Wilderneſs ? 

When we arrive on heavenly Ground, 
Pleaſures ſhall never ceaſe. 


Lord, give us Patience in the Way, 
And let our Faith be ſtrong ; 

Direct our Footſteps leſt we ſtray, 
And guard our Souls along. 
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Death ſhall convey Thy Children Home; 
Thither qur Souls aſpire; | 
There no Diſeaſe ſhall ever come | 
But Joy fhall be entre. 8 


L. 


HYMN CCXLVIL Long Meafure, 
On Recovery from Sickneſs, 


OD of my Life, to Thee belong 

The thankful Heart, the panes, Song ; 
Touch'd by Thy Love, each tuneful Chord, 
Reſounds the Goodneſs of the Lord, 


Thou haſt preſerv'd my fleeting Breath, 
And chas'd the gloomy Shades of Death ; 
The venom'd Arrows vainly fly, 

When God our great Dehverer's nigh. 


Yet why, dear Lord, this tender'Care ? 
Why does Thy Hand thus kindly rear 
A uſeleſs Cumberer of the Ground, 

On which no pleaſant Fruits are found ? 


Still may the barren Fig-tree ſtand! , 
And, cultivated by Thy Hand, 
Verdure, and Bloom, and Fruit afford, 
Meet Tribute to its bounteous Lord. 


So ſhall Thy Praiſe employ my Breath' 
Through Life, and. in the Arms of Death, 
My Soul the pleaſant Theme prolong, 
Then riſe to aid th' angelic Song. 


— 
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HY MN CCXLVIII. Common Meafure. 
Public Thanks for private Deliverance. 
Pſal. 116, 
HAT ſhall I render, O my God, 


For all Thy Kindneſs fhewn ? 
My Feet ſhall viſit Thine Abode, 


My Songs addreſs Thy Throne, | 


Among the Saints, that fill Thy Houle, 
My Offerings ſhall be paid ; 

There ſhall my Zeal perform the Vows, ! 
My Soul in Anguiſh made 


How much is Merey Thy Delight, 
Thou ever-bleſſed God! 


How dear Thy Servants in Thy Sight! 
How precious is their Blood ! 


How happy all Thy Servants are 
How great Thy Grace to me ! 


My Life, which Thou haſt made Thy Care, 
Lord, I devote to Thee. 


HYMN CCXLIX, Long Meaure. 


Safety amidſt Dangers and Diſeaſes. Plal. 91. 


APPY the Souls who truft in God ! 
They find a moſt ſecure Abode; 

7 They walk all Day beneath His Shade, 

And there at Night they reſt their Head, 


* 
[ 246 J 
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If burning Beams of Noon conſpire 
To dart a peſtilential Fire, TREE 

God is their Life, His Wings are ſpread 
To ſhield them with a healthful Shade, 


If Vapors, with malignant Breath, 

Riſe thick, and ſcatter Midnight Death, 
The Saints are ſafe; the poiſon'd Air 
Grows pure, for God Himſelf is there. 


What though a thouſand at their Side, 
At their right Hand ten thouſand dy'd : 
Their God, His choſen People ſaves, 
Amongſt the Dead, amidſt the Graves. 


But if the Fire, or Plague, or Sword 
Receive Commiſhon from the Lord, 
To ſtrike His Saints among the reſt, _ 
Their very Pains and Deaths are bleſt. 


The Sword, the Peſtilence, or Fire 

Shall but fulfil their beſt Deſire; 

From Sins and Sorrows ſet them free, 

And bring Thy Saints, O Lord, to Thee, W, 


HYMN CCL. Common Meaſure. 


Abſence from God. 


THOU, whoſe tender Mercy hears 
Contrition's humble Sigh ; - 
Whole Hand, indulgent, wipes the Tears 
From Sorrow's weeping Eye; 
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See! low before Thy Throne of Grace, 


A wretched Wanderer mourn ; 
Haſt Thou not bid me ſeek — 2 Face; 3 
Haſt Thou not ſaid, return - 


And ſhall my guilty Fears prevail 
To drive me from Thy Feet ? 

O let not this dear Refuge fail, 
This only ſafe Retreat, | 


Abſent from Thee, my Guide, m wy Light 
Without one cheering Ray, 

Through Dangers, Fears, and gloomy Night, ö 
How deſolate my Way! 400 


O ſhine on this benighted Heart, 
With Beams of Mercy ſhine; 
And let Thy healing Voice impart 
A Taſte of Joys divine. | 


Thy Preſence only can beſtow 
Delights which never cloy : 

Be this my Solace, here below, 
And my eternal Joy. 


HYMN CCLI. Long Meaſure, 


Hope 8 im Darkngf, 
Phal. 1. 


OW long, O Lord, ſhall we complain, 
Like thoſe that ſeek their God in vain? 
Canſt Thou T hy Face for ever hide ? 
And we ſtill pray, and be deny'd ? 
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Shall we for ever be forgot, 
As thoſe whom Thou regardeſt not 


Still ſhall out Souls Thine Abſence mourn p 


And till deſpair of Thy Return 7 


How will the Powers of Darkneſs boaſt, 
If but one praying Soul be loſt? 
But we have truſted in Thy Grace, 
And ſhall again behold Thy Face, 


Whate'er our Foes or Fears ſuggeſt, 
Thou art our Hope, our Joy, our Reſt; 
We yet ſhall feel Thy Love, and raife- 
Our cheerful Notes to Songs of Praiſe. 


H Y M N: Ci. II. Long Meafure. 
Deliverance by Prayer. 
Pſal. 94» 
6 magnify the Lord with me, 
me, let us all exalt His Name; 


1 ſought th' eternal God, and He 
Has not expos'd my Hope to Shame, 


I told the Lord my fore Diſtreſs, 

My ſecret Groanings reach'd His Ears, 
He gave my ſharpeft Torments Eaſe, 
And calm'd the Tumult of my Fears, 


His holy Angels pitch their Tents 
Around the Men that ſerve the Lord : 

O fear and love Him, all ye Saints, 
Taſte of His Grace, and truſt His Word, 


W. 
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The wild young Lions, pinchd with Pain 
And Hunger, roar through all the Woodz 
But none ſhall ſeek the Lord in vain, N 
Not want Supplies of real Gd. W. 


HYMN cclil. Common Meafure. 
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The Compaſſion of Chriſt to the Weak and Tempted. 


ITH Joy commemorate the Grace, 
Of your high Prieſt above; 
His Heart is made of Tenderneſs, 
His Bowels melt with Love, 


—— — * 
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Tough'd with a Sympathy withip, 
He knows our feeble. Frame; 

He knows what ſore Temptations mean, 
For He has felt the ſame. 

But ſpotleſs, innocent, and ; 
The great Redeemer ſt 

While Satan's fiery Darts He bore, 
And did reſiſt to Blood. 


He, in the Days of feeble Fleſh, 
Pour'd out His Cries and Tears; 

And, in His Meaſure, feels afreſh 

What every Member bears, 


He'll never quench the ſmoaking Flax, 


But raiſe it to a Flame 3 
The bruiſed Reed He never 
Nor ſcorns the meaneſt Name. 


[ 250: J 


Then let our humble Faith addreſs - 
His Mercy, and His Power 3-.., -. - | 
We ſhall obraindelivering race ill s % 
In the diſtreſſing Hour. W. 


H'Y M N -»CCLIV, Short Meaſure, 


q Pſal. 149. 4. \ } 


V E humble Souls rejoice, 

And cheerful Praiſes ſing; 

Wake all your Harmony of Voice, 
For Jeſus is your King. 


That meek and lewly Lord, 

Whom here your Souls have known, 
Pledges the Honor of His Word 

T' avow you for His Own. | 


He brings Salvation near, 
For which His Blood was paid ; 

How beauteous ſhall your Souls appear, 
Thus ſumptuouſly array d? 


Sing, for the Day is nigh, 

When near your Savior's Seat, 
The talleſt Sons of Pride ſhall lie, 

The Foot-{tool of your Feet. 


Salvation, Lord, is Thine, 
And all Thy Saints confeſs, 

The royal Robes, in which they ſhine, | 
Were wrought by ſovereign Grace, 


4 


—— 
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HYMN CcLv. Common Meaſure. 


Love to God. | 


T APPY the Heart where Graces reign, | 
Where Love inſpires the Breaſt ; 4 
Love is the brighteſt of the Train, | 
And quickens all the reſt, 


Knowledge, alas! *tis all in vain, 
And all in vain our Fear; | 

Our ſtubborn Sins will fight and reign 
If Love. be abſent there, 


'Tis Love, that makes our cheerful Feet 
In ſwift Obedience move; | 
The Devils know and tremble too, 
But Satan cannot love. 


Before we quite forſake our Clay, 
Or leave this dark Abode, 

The Wings of Love bear us away 
To ſee our ſmiling God. | 


This is the Grace that lives and ſings, 
When Faith and Hope ſhall ceaſe ; 
'Tis this ſhall ſtrike our joyful Strings 
In the ſweet Realms of Bliſs, 


S. 
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HYMN CCLVI. Peculiar Meaſure. 


Love to Jeſus. 


(REES fs Thee I love, 

Thou, my Hope, my Joy, my Reſt; 
All Thy Ways my Thoughts approve, 
I'm in Thee for ever bleſt, 


*Tis Thy Preſence, 75 + Thane, 

Makes my cheerful Powers rejoice ; 
Saving Mares; Love divine, 
Tunes my Heart, and tunes my Voice. 


Tis a Spark, from Thine Abode, 
Sent and kindled to a Flame, 
Warms my Heart with Love to God, 
And with Love to u Name, 


Thou, dear Savior, art my own, 
My Redeemer, and my God ; 

I ſhall ſtand before Thy Throne, 
In Thy bright and bleſs'd Abode. 


HYMN CCLVII. Common Meaſure. 
Sincere Love to Chriſt. g 


John 21. 15. 


D? not I love Thee, O my Lord ? 
Behold my Heart and ſee; 

And turn each curſed Idol out, 

That dares to rival Thee, 
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Do not I love Thee from my Soul ? 
Then let me Nothing love: 

Dead be my Heart to every Joy, 
When Jeſus cannot move, 


Is not Thy Name melodious till, 
To mine attentive Ear ? 

Doth not each Pulſe with Pleaſure bound, 
My Savior's Voice to hear ? 


Thou know'ſt I love Thee, deareſt Lord : 
But O ! I long to ſoar, 
Far from the Sphere of mortal Joys, 
That I may love Thee more, D. 


HY M N CCLVIII. Common Meaſure. 
Lowng an Abſent Savior, 1 Pet. 1. 8. 


HRICE happy who on Earth beheld, 
The dear Redeemer's Face; 
And happy we, who in His Word 
His lovely Image trace. 


Our Faith, in this fair Mirror, views 

His bleeding Glories ſhine; 
Truth, Wiſdom, juſtice, Power and Grace, 
And Majeſty Divine. 


hat filial Piety to God, | 

That tender Love to Man, 

bichin His ſpotleſs Boſom glow'd, 

And through His Actions ran. 
1 
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Amaz'd, we traverſe o'er the Scenes 
Through which the Savior paſt; 

Each riſing Proof of Love adore, 
But ſcarce ſupport the laſt. 


Around the Croſs, His Glory ſhines 
With moft refulgent Rays; 

Scarce can our feeble Faith ſuſtain 
Th' unſufferable Blaze. 


We catch the Fire, theſe icy Breaſts 
Are kindled to a Flame; 

Seraphs, deſcribe the Love we bear 
An abſent Savior's Name. 


Bleſs'd Spirits, that ſurround the Throne 
Of our incarnate God; 3 
With purer Fires, in nobler Strains, 
Ye ſpread His Praiſe abroad. 


Yet not for theſe, but Rebel Man, 
He ſhed His vital Blood ; 

And, to avert the Wrath of Heaven, 
Our gracious Surety ſtood, 


r 


For us He ſits a Prieſt enthron'd, 
Our Advocate on high, 

To ſhower the richeſt Bleſſings down 

On Sinners doom'd to die. 


Love, Gratitude, and Joy beat high 
Within each raviſh'd Breaſt ; 

While, with theſe Glimpſes of His Face, 

By Faith our Souls are bleſt, 
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H Y M-N CCLIX. Long Meaſure. 
Deſiring to love God with ſupreme Affection. 
ND is it yet, dear Lord, a Doubt, 

If in my Breaſt Thou reign'ſt alone ? 
O find the lurking Rival out, 
And drag the Traitor from the Throne, 


Would Earth's deluſive, trifling Charms 
Aſſume a Power above Thy Name ? 
Stab each Uſurper in my Arms, 

And vindicate Thy rightful Claim, 


By Purchaſe, Duty, every Tie, 

Yea, Choice itſelf, Lord, I am Thine; 
Maintain that Right, or let me die, 

E'er from Thy Love my Soul decline. 


If my unſteady Heart would rove, 

And well Thou know'ſt its treacherous Frame: 
If Ought below, or Ought above 

Would ſhare or quench the ſacred Flame: 


Chaſe the curs'd Object from my Soul, 
Thence, thence the twining Miſchief tear ; 
Reign Thou the Sovereign of the Whole, 
Be Lord of every Motion there. 


HYMN CCLX. Common Meaſure. 
Chriſt precious to them that believe. 1 Pet, 2. 7. 


ESUS, I love Thy charming Name, 
is Muſic to my Ear; 
Fain would J ſound it out ſo loud, 
That Earth and Heaven might hear. 
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Yes, Thou art precious to my Soul, 
My Tranſport and my Truſt ! 

Jewels to Thee are gaudy Toys, 
And Gold is ſordid Duſt, 


All my capacious Powers can wiſh 
In Thee doth richly meet; 

Nor to my Eyes is Light ſo dear, 
Nor Friendſhip half ſo ſweet. 


Thy Grace ſhall dwell upon my Heart, 
And ſhed its Fragrance there ; 

The nobleſt Balm of all its Wounds, 
The Cordial of its Care. 


I'll ſpeak the Honors of Thy Name, 
With my laſt laboring Breath ; 
And dying, claſp Thee in my Arms, 

The Antidote of Death, 


HYMN CCLXI. Long Meaſure. 


| Cold Aﬀeſtions. 


OURE I muſt love the Savior's Name, 
Or is the Heaven-born Paſlion dead : 

Extinguiſh'd the celeſtial Flame, 

And all my Joys for ever fled? 


At the ſweet Mention of His Love, 
How ſhould the ſacred Ardor riſe ; 
And every Thought, tranſported, move 
In grateful Joy, and glad Surprize ! 


C 7 1 
Jeſus demands this Heart of mine, 


Demands my Wifh, my Joy, my Care; 
But ah! how dead to Things divine, 


How cold my beſt Affections are | 


What Death-like Lethargy detains 

My Captive Powers with fatal Art; 
And ſpreads its unrelenting Chains, 
Heavy and cold, around my Heart! 


'Tis Sin, alas ! with dreadful Power 
Divides my Savior from my Sight ; 
O for one happy, ſhining Hour 

Of ſacred F des ſweet Delight! 


See, deareſt Lord, my wretched State, 


And Thy almighty Power employ : 
To Thee I ſeek, on Thee I wait, 
For Life, and Liberty, and Joy. 


O let Thy Love ſhine forth and raiſe 


My Captive Powers from Sin and Death ; 
And fill my Heart and Life with Praiſe, 


And tune my laſt expiring Breath, 
Then bear me to the bliſsful Seats 


Of perfe& Freedom, Life and Light ; 
Where Thy redeem'd Aſſembly meets, 
To love and praiſe with full Delight. 


There ſhall my Thoughts tranſported trace, 


And all my Soul for ever prove, 

The boundleſs Riches of Thy Grace, 
the endleſs Wonders of Thy Love. 
8 4 


T, 
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HY MN CCLXII. Long Meaſure. 


Bewailing my own Inconftancy. 


Love the Lord; but ah! how far 
My Thoughts from the dear Object are 
This treacherous Heart, how wide it roves! 
And Fancy meets a thouſand Loves. 


If my Soul burn to ſee my God, 

I tread the Courts of His Abode; 

But Troops of Rivals throng the Place, 
And tempt me off before His Face. 


Would I enjoy. my Lord alone, 

I bid my Paſſions all be gone. 
All but my Love; and charge my Will 
To bar the Door,' and guard it ſtill. 


But Cares or Trifles make, or find 
Their ſecret Inlets to the Mind; 

»Till I with Grief and Wonder ſee 
Huge Crouds betwixt my Lord and me. 


Look gently down, almighty Grace, 

Priſon me round in Thine Embrace; 

Pity the Soul that would be Thine, 

And let Thy Power my Love confine, W.L. 


HYMN CCLXIII. Common Meaſure. 
Deſiring to know and love Chriſt more. 


1 lovely Source of true Delight 
Whom I unſeen adore, 
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Unveil Thy Beauties to my Sight, {11 
That I may love Thee more, + {7.1 


Thy Glory o'er Creation ſhines; 
But, in Thy ſacred Word, 
1 read, in fairer, brighter Lines, end. 
My bleeding, dying Lord. 


'Tis here, whene'er my Comforts droop, 
And Sins and Sorrows riſe, 

Thy Love, with cheerful Beams of Hope, 
My fainting Heart ſupplies. 


But ah, too ſoon, the pleaſing Scene 
Is clouded o'er with Pain ; 

My gloomy Fears riſe dark between, 
And I again complain, 


Jeſus, my Lord, my Life, my Light, 
O come with bliſsful Ray ; | 
Break radiant through the Shades of N ight, 
And chaſe my Fears away. 


Then ſhall m mY Soul with Rapture trace 
The Wonders of Thy Love; 


But the full Glories of Thy Face 
Are only known above, T. 


HYM N CCLXIV, Long Meaſure. 


Religion vain without Love. 1 Cor. 13 1, 2, 3. 


H AD we the Tongues of Grecks and Jews, 
And nobler Speech than Angels ule; 
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If Love be wanting, we are found, 
Like tinkling Braſs, an empty Sound, 


Were we inſpir'd to preach and tell 

All that is done in Heaven and Hell; 
Or, could our Faith the World remove, 
Still we are Nothing without Love. 


Should we diſtribute all our Store 
To cheer the Bowels of the Poor; 
Or give our Bodies to the Flame 
To gain a Martyr's glorious Name; 


If Love to God, and Love to Man 
Be abſent, all our Hopes are vain ; 
Nor Tongues, nor Gifts, nor fiery Zeal 
The Work of Love can e'er fulfil. W. 


HYMN CCLXV. Long Meaſure. 
Defiring Communion with God. 


Y riſing Soul, with ſtrong Deſires, 
To perfe& Happineſs aſpires, 
* With ſteady Steps would tread the Road, 
That leads to Heaven, that leads to God, I 


I thirſt to drink unmingled Love, 
From the pure Fountain-Head above : 
My deareſt Lord, I long to be 

Empty'd of Sin, and full of Thee. 


D 261 J 


For Thee I pant, for Thee I burn, 

Art Thou withdrawn P again return, 
Nor let me be the Firſt to ſay, 

Thou wilt not hear when Sinners pray. 55 


HYMN ccLxvI. Common Meaſure. 


"The Heart given away. 


I there are Paſſions in my Soul, 

And Paſſions ſure there be, 

Now they are all at Thy Controll, 
My Jeſus, all For Thee, 


If Love, that pleaſing Power, can reſt 
In Hearts ſo hard as mine, 

Come, deareſt Savior, to my Breaſt, 
For all my Love is Thine. 


Let the gay World, with treacherous Art, 
Allure my Eyes in vain ; 

I have convey'd away my Heart, 
Ne'er to return again, 


I feel my warmeſt Paſhons dead 
To all that Earth can boaſt ; 

This Soul of mine was never made 
For Vanity and Duſt. | 


Now I can fix my Thoughts above, 
Amidſt theſe flattering Charms; { 
Till the dear Lord, that hath my Love, \ 
Shall call me to His Arms. | W. L. = 
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HYMN' CCLXVII. Long Meaſure, 


| The Beatitudes. 


LESS'D are the humble Souls that ſee 
Their Emptineſs and Poverty; 
Treaſures of Grace to them are given, 
And Crowns of Joy laid up in Heaven. 


Bleſs'd are the Men of broken Heart, 
Who mourn for Sin with inward Smart ; 
The Blood of Chriſt divinely flows, 
A healing Balm for all their Woes. 


Bleſs'd are the Men who thirſt for Grace, 
Hunger and long for Righteouſneſs; 

They ſhall be well ſupply'd, and fed 
With living Streams, and living Bread, 


Bleſs'd are the Men of peaceful Life, 
Who quench the Coals of growing Strife; 
They all be call'd the Heirs of Bliſs, 
The Sons of God, the God of Peace, 


Bleſs'd are the Men whoſe Bowels move, 
And melt with Sympathy and Love; 
From Chriſt, their Lord, ſhall they obtain 


Like Sympathy and Love again. 


Bleſs'd are the Pure, whoſe Hearts are clean 


From the defiling Powers of Sin; 
With endleſs Pleaſure ſhall they fee 
A God of ſpotleſs Purity. 
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Bleſs'd are the Men who now partake, 
Of Shame and Pain for Jeſus“ Sake; 
Their Souls, exulting in the Lord, 


Shall ſhare, at laſt, the great Reward. W. 


HYMN CoeCLVA Vall. Long Meaſure, 
Happy Poverty, or the Poor in Spirit bleſſed. 
. 


E humble Souls, complain no more, 
Let Faith ſurvey your future Store ; 

How happy, how divinely bleſt, 

The ſacred Words of Truth atteſt, 


When confcious Grief laments ſincere, | 
And pours the penitential Tear; | 
Hope points, to your dejected Eyes, || 
The bright Reverſion in the Skies. || 


In vain the Sons of Wealth and Pride 
Deſpiſe your Lot, your Hopes deride : 
In vain they boalt their little Stores, 
Trifles are theirs, a Kingdom yours. 


— ͤͤ¹—4ngn 
— — 


A Kingdom of immenſe Delight, 

Where Health, and Peace, and Joy unite; 
Where undeclining Pleaſures riſe, 

And every Wiſh hath full Supplies. 


A Kingdom which can ne'er decay, 

While Time ſweeps earthly Thrones away; 
The State, which Power and Truth ſuſtain, 
Unmov'd for ever muſt remain. 


— — — — r 
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There ſhall your Eyes with Rapture view 
The glorious Friend that dy'd for you; 
That dy'd to ranſom, dy'd to raiſe 

To Crowns of Joy, and Songs of Praiſe, 


Jeſus to Thee I breathe my Prayer, 
eveal, confirm my Intereft there: 
Whate'er my humble Lot below, 
This, this my Soul defires toknow! 


O let me hear that Voice divine 

Pronounce the glorious Bleſſing mine! 
Enroll'd among Thy happy Poor, 

My largeſt Wiſhes aſk no more. 1, 


HYMN CCLXIX. Short Meafure. 


The Happineſs of thaſe that fear God. Plal. 25. 


HERE ſhall that Man be found 
Who fears offend his God; 
Who loves the Goſpel's joyful Sound, 
And trembles at the Rod ? Tn 


The Lord ſhall make Aim know 
The Secrets of His Heart ; 

The Wonders of His Covenant ſhow, 
And all His Love impart. 


The Dealings of His Hand 
Are Truth and Mercy ſtill, 


With thoſe, who to His Covenant ſtand, 


And love to do His Will. 


Th 


W 
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Their Souls ſhall dwell at Eaſe, | 


Before their Maker's Face; 
Their Seed ſhall taſte the Promiſes 
In theit extenſive Grace. W. 


—8 —— 


HYMN CCLXX. Common Meaſure. 


Light and Strength from God, 


Iſaiah 42. 16. 


RAISE to the radiant Source of Bliſs, 
Who gives the Blind their Sight; 


And ſcatters round their wondering Eyes 
A Flood of ſacred Light. 


In Paths unknown He leads them on 
To His divine Abode ; 

And ſhews new Miracles of Grace 
Through all the heavenly Road. 


The Ways, all rugged and perplex'd 
He renders ſmooth and afar 8 

And ſtrengthens every feeble Knee 
To march to Sion's Gate. 


Through all the Path we ſing His Name, 
Till we the Mount aſcend; 
Where Toils and Storms are known no more, 
And Anthems never end. 
D. 
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HYMN CCLXXI. Long Meafure. 
Rejoicing in God. Jer. g. 235 24. 


1 righteous Lord, upremely great, 
M zintains His univerſal State; 
O'er all the Earth His Power extends, 
All Heaven before His Footſtool bends, 


Yet Juſtice ſtill with Power preſides, 
And Mercy all His Empire guides; 
Mercy and Truth are His Delight, 
And Saints are lovely in His Sight. 


No more, ye Wile, your Wiſdom boaſt, [ 
No more, ye Strong,. your Valor truſt; 

No more, ye Rich, ſurvey your Store, 5 
Elate with Heaps of ſhining Ore. 

Glory, ye Saints, in this alone, ＋ 
That God, your God, to you is known; 
That you have own'd His 6 Sway, D. 
That you have felt His cheering Ray. 
Our Wiſdom, Wealth, and Power we find, Hi 


In one Jchovah, all combin'd; 
On Him we hx our roving Eyes, 
And all our Souls in Raptures riſe, 


All elſe, which we our Treaſure call, 
May in one fatal Moment fall; 
But what their Happineſs can move, 


Whom God the bleſſed deigns to love ? D. 
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HYMN CCLXXII. Common Meaſure. 


The Chriſtian's Proſpect᷑. 


APPY the Soul, whoſe Wiſhes climb 
To Manſions in the Skies! 
He looks on all the Joys of Time 
With unde ſiring Eyes. 


In vain ſoft Pleaſure ſpreads her Charms, 
And throws her ſilken Chain; 

And Wealth and Fame invite his Arms, 
And tempt his Ear in vain. 


He knows that all theſe glittering Things 
Muſt yield to ſure Decay ; 

And ſees, on Time's extended Wings, 

| How {wift they fleet away! 


To Things unſeen by mortal Eyes, 
A Beam of ſacred Light | 
Dire&s his Views, his ProſpeQs riſe 

All permanent and bright. 


His Hopes, {till fix'd on Joys to come, 
Thoſe bliſsful Scenes on high, 
Shall floriſh in immortal Bloom, 
hen Time and Nature die. 


O were theſe heavenly Proſpects mine, 
Theſe Pleaſures could I prove ; 
Larth's fleeting Views I would reſign, 
D. And raiſe my Hopes above. 
| T 
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Where neither Eyes nor Ears have been, 


They want no Pomp, nor royal Throne 


1 
HYMN CCLXXIII. Common Meafure, 


The Hidden Life of a Chriſtian. 
Col. 3. 3. 
O Happy Souls, that live on high, 


While Men lie groveling here ; 
Their Hopes are fix'd above the Sky, 
And Faith forbids their Fear. 


Their Conſcience knows no ſecret Stings, 
While Grace and Joy combine 
To form a Life, whoſe holy Springs 
Are hidden and divine. 


Their Pleaſures riſe from Things unſeen, 
Beyond this World and Time ; 


Nor Thoughts of Mortals climb. 


To raiſe their Honors here ; 


Content, and pleas'd to live unknown, 


Till Chriſt their Life appear. 


They look to Heaven's eternal Hills, I 
To meet that glorious Day ; 


Dear Lord, how {low Thy Chariot-Wheels ! 
How long is Thy Delay! "api 
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"HYMN CCLXXIV. Common Mea fare. 
The Happineſs of a Real Chriſtian. 
H. tappyis the Chriſtian's Stats! | 


His Sins are all forgiven ; 
A cheering Ray confirms the Grace 
And lifts his Hopes to Heaven, 


Though, in the rugged Path of Life, 
He heaves the penſive Sigh; 

Yet, truſting in his God, he finds 
Delivering Grace 1s nigh, 


if, to prevent his wandering Steps, 
He feels the chaſtening Rod ; 
| The gentle Stroke ſhall bring him back 
To his forgiving God. 


And when the welcome Meſſage comes, 
To call his Soul away; 

His Soul, in Raptures, ſhall aſcend 

To everlaſting Day. 


I. 
HYMN CCLXXV. Common Meaſure. 


The Security of God's Iſrael. Plal. 12 1. 


O! from the Lord my Help deſcends, | 
To Him I lift mine Eyes; 1 
Strength on Him alone depends, ö 1 
Who form'd.the Earth and Skies. 
"I. 


W.d 
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He, ever watchful, ever nigh, 
Forbids thy Feet to ſlide ; 


Nor Sleep nor Slumber ſeals the Eye 
Of Ifrae!'s Guard and Guide, 


He, at thy Hand, ay in Might, 
His Shield ſhall o'er thee ſpread : 

Nor Sun by Day, nor Moon by Night 
Shall hurt the favor'd Head, 


Safe ſhalt thou go, and ſaſe return, 
While He thy Life defends, 

Whoſe Eyes thy every Step diſcern, 
Whoſe Mercy never =, 


M, 
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HYMN -CCLXXVI. Short Meaſure, 


Chriſt makes us free. John 8. 36. 


ND ſhall we ſtill be Slaves, 
And in our Fetters lie, 
When ſummon'd, by a Voice divine, 
T' aſſert our Liberty P 


Did the great Savior bleed 
Our Freedom to obtain, 

That we ſhould trample on His Blood, 
And glory in our Chain 


Alas, the ſordid Mind! 

How all its Powers are broke 
Proud of a Tyrant's haughty Sway, 

And practis'd to the Yoke! 


I. 
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Divine Redeemer, hear, 

Thy ſovereign Power impart ; 
And let Thy generous Spirit wake 

True Ardor in each Heart. 


Then ſhall the Sons of Death, 
That in the Dungeon lie, 

Spring to the Throne of pardoning Grace, 
And Abba, Father, cry. 


HYMN CCLXXVII.- Common Meaſure. 


True Liberty given by Chriſt. John 8. 36. 


ARK ! for 'tis God's own Son that calls 
To Life and Liberty; | 
Tranſported fall before His Feet, 
Who makes the Priſoners free. 


The cruel Bonds of Sin He breaks, 
And breaks old Satan's Chain ; 

Smiling He deals thoſe Pardons round, 
Which free from endleſs Pain. 


Into the Captive Heart He pours . 
His Spirit from on high; 

We loſe the Terrors of the Slave, 
And Abba, Father, cry. 


Shake off your Bonds, and ſing His Grace; 
The Sinner's Friend proclaim ; 
And call on all around to ſeek .. 
True Freedom by His Name. 
In 
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Walk on at large, till you attain 
Your Father's Houſe above; 

There ſhall you wear immortal Crowns, 
And ſing immortal Love. 


D. 


HY M N CCLXXVIII. Common Meaſure. 
Captives Delivered, Zech. g. 11. 


E Priſoners, who in Bondage lie, 
In Darkneſs and the Pit, 
Behold the Grace that ſets you free, 
And to that Grace ſubmit, 


The Tidings of Deliverance hear, 
Confeſs the Covenant good; 
And bleſs the Ranſom God hath found 


In your Emanuel's Blood. 


Juſtice no more aſſerts its Claim 
Your forfeit Lives to take ; 

But fmiling Mercy quick deſcends 
Your heavy Chains to break. 


Walk on at large, and fing the Hand 
To which you Freedom owe; 

And drink thoſe Rivers with Delight, 
Which through the Delert flow. 


He, that hath Liberty beftow'd, 

Will give a Kingdom too ; | 
He, that hath loos'd the Bonds of Death, 
The Path of Life will fhew. 
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HYMN CCLXXIX. Common Meaſure. 
The Sheep of Chr: ” „given by the Father and guarded 


His Omnipotence. 


John 10. 29, go. 


1 one harmonious cheerful Song, 

Ve happy Saints, combine; 

Loud let 0 Cond from every Tongue, 
The Savior 1s divine, 


The leaſt, the feebleſt of the Sheep 
To Him the Father gave; 

Kind is His Heart the Charge to keep, 
And ſtrong His Arm to ſave. 


That Hand, which Heaven and Earth ſuſtains, 
And bars the Gates of Hell, 


And rivets Satan down in Chains, 


Shall guard His Choſen well, 


Now let th' infernal Lion roar, 
How vain His Threats appear! 
When he can match Jehovah's Power, 
We will begin to fear. D. 


HYMN CCLXXX. Common Meaſure. 
Seek firſt the Kingdom of God, Matt. 6. 93. 


OW let a true Ambition riſe, 
And Ardor fire our Breaſts, 
o reign in Worlds above the Skies, 
In heavenly Glories dreſt. 
1 4 


D. 
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Behold, 7:hovak's royal Hand 
A radiant Crown diſplay, 

Whoſe Gems with vivid Luſtre ſhine, 
While Stars and Suns decay. 


Away each groveling anxious Care, 
Beneath a Chriſtian's Thought! 

We ſpring to ſeize immortal Joys, 
Which our Redeemer bought. 


Ye Hearts, with youthful Vigor warm, 
The glorious Prize purſue ; 


Nor ſhall ye want the Goods of Earth, 
While Heaven 1s kept in View, a 


H YM NN CCLXXXI. Common Meaſure. 


The Chriſtian Race. Phil. g. 12—14- 


1 my Soul, ſtretch every Nerve, A 
And preſs with Vigor on: 
A heavenly Race demands thy Zeal, 

And an immortal Crown. 


Tis God's All- animating Voice, 
That calls thee from on high; 

'Tis His Own Hand preſents the Prize 
To thine aſpiring Lye. 


A Cloud of Witneſſes around 
Hold thee in full Survey ; 
Forget the Steps already trod, 

And onward urge thy Way. 
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Bleſs'd Savior, introduc'd by Thee, 
Have we our Race begun; 
And, crown'd with Victory, at Thy Feet 
We lay our Laurels down. D: 


HYMN CCLXXXII. Common Meaſure. 


The Chrifttan Race. 


()* Wings of Love the Chriſtian flies, 
And upward ſpeeds his Way ; 
The empty World neglected lies, 
Nor can it tempt his Stay. 


0. 
Though ravenous Beaſts of Prey ſurround, 
e. Yet {till he onward goes; 
And reſolutely ſtands his Ground, 
When Multitudes oppoſe. 


Amidſt ten thouſand lurking Snares, 
He treads the heavenly Road ; 

Drops, as he goes, his Pains and Cares, 
And makes his Way to God, 


Now, from his Father's Houſe, he views 
The Labors of the Way ; 

No ſad Event his Grief renews, 
Nor ſhall his Joys decay. 
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HY MN CCLXXXIIL. Common Meaſure, 
The Pilgrimage of the Saints. 


ORD ! what a wretched Land is this, 
That yields us no Supply ; 
No cheering Fruits, no . Trees, 
Nor Streams of living Joy? 


But pricking Thorns, through all the Ground, 
And mortal Poiſons grow; 

And all the Rivers that are found 
With dangerous Waters flow, 


Yet the dear Path, to Thine Abode, 
Lies through this horrid Land; 
Lord ! we would keep the heavenly Road, 

And run at Thy Command, 


Our Journey is a thorny Maze, 
But we march upward ſtill ; 
Forget the l'roubles of the Way, 

And reach at Sion's Hill. 


See the kind Angels, at the Gates, 
Inviting us to come! 

There Jeſus the Fore-runner waits 
To welcome Travellers home! 
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HYMN CCLXXXIV, Peculiar Meaſure. 
The Pilgrim, 

H happy is the Pilgrim's Lot, 


How free ſrom every anxious Thought, 
From worldly Hope and Fear ! 
Confin'd to neither Court nor Cell, 
His Soul diſdains on Earth to dwell, 
He only ſojourns here. 


His Happineſs in Part is mine, 
Already ſav'd from Self-defign, 

From every Creature Love! 
Bleſs'd with the Scorn of finite Good, 
My Soul is lighten'd of its Load, 

And ſeeks the Things above. 


The Things eternal I purſue, 

And Happineſs, beyond the View 
Of thoſe who baſely put 

For Things by Nature felt and ſeen ; 

Their Honors, Wealth, and Plealures mean, 
I neither have nor want, 


Nothing on Earth I call my own, 

A Stranger, to the World unknown, 
I all their Goods deſpile ; 

1 trample on their 3 Delight, 
And ſeek a Country out of Sight, 

A Country in the Skies. 
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There is my Houſe and Portion fair, 
My Treaſure and my Heart are there, 
And my abiding Home: 
For me my elder Brethren ſtay, 
And Angels beckon me away, 
And Jeſus bids me come, 


CY " as ll. jr as 
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I come, Thy Servant, Lord, replies, 
I come to meet Thee in the Skies, 
And claim my heavenly Reſt: 
Now let the Pilgrim's Journey end, 
Now, O my Savior, Brother, Friend, 
Receive me to Thy Breaſt ! J. C. V. 


HYMN CCLXXXV. Long Meaſure. 


pu 22 r 


Jrael led to Canaan, and Chriſtians to Heaven. 


Pſal. 107. 


IVE Thanks to God, He reigns above, 

Kind are His Thoughts, His Name is Love; 

His Mercies Ages paſt have known, 
And Ages long to come ſhall own, 


Let the Redeemed of the Lord 
The Wonders oſ His Grace record: 
1 the Nation whom He choſe, 

nd reſcu'd from their mighty Foes. 


We; 
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In their Diſtreſs to God they cry'd, 

God was their Savior, and their Guide; 
He led their March far wandering round, 
'Twas the right Path to Canaan's Ground, 


Thus, when our firſt Releaſe we gain, 
From Sin's old Yoke, and Satan's Chain, 
We have this Deſert World to paſs, 

A dangerous and a tireſome Place. 


He feeds and cloaths us all the Way, 
He guides our Footſteps leſt we ſtray, 
He guards us with a powerful Hand, 
And brings us to the heavenly Land, 


O let the Saints with Joy record 

The Truth and Goodneſs of the Lord ! 

How great His Works ! how kind His Ways ! 
Let all our Tongues pronounce His Praiſe, W, 


HYMN CCLXXXVI. Long Meaſure. 
The Chriftian's nobleſt Reſolutions 


Joſhua 24. 45. 


A H wretched Souls, who ſtrive in vain, 
Slaves to the World, and Slaves to Sin! 
A nobler Toil may I ſuſtain, 
A nobler Satisfaction win. 


May I reſolve with all my Heart, 
With all my Powers to ſerve the Lord; 
Nor from His Precepts e'er depart, 
Whoſe Service is a rich Reward, 


N r - 


1 
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O be His Service all my Joy, 


Around let my Example ſhine, _ 
Till others love the bleſs'd Employ, 
And join in Labors ſo divine, 


Be this the Purpoſe of my Soul, 

My ſolemn, my determin'd' Choice, 
To yield to His ſupreme Controll, 
And in His kind Commands rejoice, 


O may I never faint nor tire, 

Nor wandering leave His ſacred Ways; 
Great God, accept my Soul's Deſire, 
And give me Strength to live Thy Praiſe, 


K 


HYMN CCLXXXVII. Short Meaſure. 


The Aclive Chriſtian. Luke 12. 35—38. 
E Servants of the Lord, 
Each in his Office wait, 
Obſervant of His heavenly Word, 
And watchful at His Gate, 


Let all your Lamps be bright, 
And trim the golden Flame; 

Gird up your Loins, as in His Sight, 
For awful is His Name, 


Watch, *tis your Lord's Command; 
And while we ſpeak, He's near: 

Mark the firſt Signal of His Hand, 
And READY all appear, 
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O happy Servant he 
In — 7 Poſture found ! 

He ſhall his Lord with Rapture ſee, 
And be with Honor crown'd, 


Chriſt ſhall the Banquet ſpread 
With His own bounteous Hand ; 
And raiſe that favorite Servant's Head 
Amidft th' angelic Band. D, 


HYMN CCLXXXVIII. Long Meaſure. 
Growing in Grace. 
2 Pet. g. 18. 
RARE to Thy Name, eternal God, 
For all the Grace Thou ſhed'ſ abroad; 


For all Thy Influence from above, 
To warm our Souls with ſacred Love. 


Bleſs'd be Thy. Hand, which from the Skies 
Brought down this Plant of Paradiſe ; 

And gave its heavenly Beauties Birth 

To deck this Wilderneſs of Earth. 


But why does that celeſtial Flower 

Open, and thrive, and ſhine no more p 
here are its balmy Odors fled ? 

And why reclines its beauteous Head? 


Too plain, las! the Languor ſhews 

Th' unkindly Soil in which it grows; 
Where the black Froſt, and beating Storm 
Wither, and rend its tender Form, 


* 


That Power, by which our Ius roſe 
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Unchanging Sun, Thy Beams diſplay, 
To drive the Froſt and Storms away; 
Make all Thy potent Virtues known 
To cheer a Plant fo much Thy Own, 


And Thou, bleſs'd Spirit, deign to blow 

Freſh Gales of Heaven on Shrubs below; 

So ſhall they grow, and breathe abroad 

A Fragrance grateful to our God. D, 


] 

HYMN CCLXXXIX. Common Meaſure, [ 
I 

Going on to Perſection. a 

Heb. 20. 21. H 


ATHER of Peace, and God of Love, 
We own Thy Power to ſave; 


ViRoriaus o'er the Grave. 


We triumph in the Savior's Name, 
Still watchful for our Good ; 

Who brought th' eternal Covenant down, 
And ſeal'd it with His Blood. 


So may Thy Spirit ſeal our Souls, 
And mould them to Thy Will; 

That our fond Hearts no more may ſtray, 
But keep Thy Covenant till. 


Still may we gain ſuperior Strength, 
And preſs with Vigor on, 

Till full Perfection crown our Hopes, 
And fix us near Thy Throne. 


. 


D. 
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HY MN ccxc. Long Meaſure. 


| 
| 


The Heavenly Congueror. Rev. 3.21. 
"DRIES our victorious Lord, 


he Praiſes of our Lives belong; 
For ever be His Name ador'd; _© 
Sweet Theme of every thankful Song. 


1 2 
— — 
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Loſt in Deſpair, beſet with Foes, 
Undone, and periſhing we lay; 
His Pity melted o'er our Woes, 


And ſav'd the trembling, dying Prey. 


He ſought, He conquer'd though he fell, 
While with His laſt expiring Breath, ' © 
He triumph'd o'er the Powers of Hell, 

And by His dying vanquiſh'd Death. 


Now on His Father's Throne He reigns, 
And all the tuneful Choir above. 
Relound in high immortal Strains, 


The Praiſes of victorious Love. 


Though ill reviving Foes ariſe, 


emptations, Sins, and Doubts appear, | 
and pain our Hearts, and fill our Eyes | 
Vith many a Groan, and many a Tear. | | 


till ſhall we fight, and till prevail, 

n our almighty Leader's Name: | 
lis Strength, When'er our Spirits fail, 
all all our active Powers inflame, © 
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Immortal Honors wait above 

To crown the dying Con mugs Brow ; © 

And endleſs Peace, and 8 Love a 
For the ſhort War ſuſtaia'd 4 * 0 


Exalted near their Savior's Seat, Er 
His Saints ſhall dwell, their Dangers o' er; 
And caſt their Crowns beneath His Feet, 
And love, and wonder, and adore. I. 


HY MN CCXCI, Common Meaſures T 
The Chriſtian Warrior animated and crowned. 


| Rev. 2. 10. Th 

| 

H' ! 'Tis our heavenly Leader's Voice Se; 
From His triumphant Seat ; 1 


Midſt all the War's tumultuous Noiſe, 
How powerful, and how ſweet! 


« Fight on, m faithful Band, (He cries) 
& Nor fear the mortal Blow; 

„ Who firſt in ſuch a Warfare dies 
“ Shall ſpeedieſt Victory know. 


« I have My Days of Combat known, 
And in the Duſt was laid, 

& But thence I mounted to My Throne, 
And Glory crowns My Head, 


% That Throne, that Glory you ſhall ſhare ; 
% My Hands the Crown ſhall give; 
And you the ſparkling Honors wear 


&« While God! himſelf ſhall live.“ 
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enough, our Souls are fir'd 


Lord, tis 
With Courage and with Love 

Vain are th Afſaults of Earth and Hell, 
Our Hopes are fi d eve, 75814 D. 


HYMN cexcii. Common 


Spiritual Life deſrel. 


HE new-born World, immers'd in Night 
And gloomy Horrors . 

Th' Almighty faid, « Let there be Light,” 
And pour'd the boundleſs Day. 


Thus, o'er the greater World within, 
Let Beams immortal ſhine ; 
e Wocatter, O Lord, the Clouds of Sin, 
And ſpread a Dawn divine, 


Attendant on this ſacred Light, 


Celeſtial Fire impart; 


and let the Ray, that guides my Sight, 
Inflame my frozen Heart. 


Thus all the Powers, this Spirit knows, 
Shall to my God be given ; 


weet, as when Aaron's Incenſe roſe | 
In fragrant Clouds to Heaven, G. 


HY M N CCXCLI. Common Meafere. 


Breathing after Holingſi. 


That the Lord would guide our Ways 
To keep His Statutes ſtill! 
VS 


re; 
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O that our God would grant us Grace 
To know and do His Will! 
Since we are Strangers here below, 
Let not Thy Path be hid; 
But mark the Road our-Feet ſhould go, 
And be-our conſtant Guide, 


Order our Footſteps by Thy Word, 
And make our Heats ſincere; 
Let Sin have no Dominion, Lord, 

But keep our Conſcience clear. 


Make us to walk in Wiſdom's Way, 
'Tis a delightful Road! 
It leads to Realms of endleſs Day, 
It leads to Thine Abode. W. 
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HYMN CCXCIV. . Peculiar Meaſure, 


The Influences of the Spirit implored. 
g E Spirit, Source of Light, 


| Enlivening, conſecrating Fire, 
Deſcend, and with celeſtial Heat 
Our dull, our frozen Hearts inſpire. 

Our Souls refine, our Droſs conſume ! 

Come, condeſcending Spirit come ! 


In our. cold Breaſts, O ſtrike a Spark 
Of the pure Flame, which Seraphs feel, 
Nor let us wander in the Dark, 

Or lie benumb'd and ſtupid ſtill. 
Come vivifying Spirit, come, 

And make our Hearts Thy conſtant Home! 
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Whatever Guilt and Madneſs dare, 
We would not quench the heavenly Fire ; 
Our Hearts as Fuel we prepare, A 
Though in the Flame we ſhould expire. 


Our Breaſts expand, to make Thee Room; 
Come, purifying Spirit, come! 


Let pure Devotion's Fervors riſe ! 

Let every pious Paſſion glow ! 

O let the Raptures of the Skies 

Kindle in our cold Hearts below! 

Come, condeſcending Spirit, come, 
And make our Souls Thy conſtant Home ! 


8. D. 


HYMN CCXCV. Long Meaſure, 
The Complaint, 


6 God, the Heavens Thy Name declare, 
And Earth, and Sea, Thy Bounty ſhare; 
Theſe praiſe Thy Name, but as for me, 

How little are my Thoughts on Thee! 


How heavy is my {luggiſh Soul, 
What vain Delights my Powers controll; 
Languid and cold, I ſtupid lie, 


Scarce can I raiſe a Thought on high! 


hoſe glorious Orbs of Light above 

Froclaim Thy Wiſdom, and Thy Love: 
heir pleaſing Influence, Lord, I find, 

91 But ſtill, what Darkneſs veils my Mind! 


. 
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Great Sun of Righteouſneſs, ariſe, 
Refreſh my Heart, . rejoice my Eyes; 
Cauſe ſome enlivening Beam to ſhine, 
And fill my Soul with Light divine } 


While in this World of Sin 1 dwell, 
Defend me from the Powers of Hell ; 


Be Thou a Sun and Shield to me, | 
And raiſe my Soul to Heaven and Thee. 


HYMN CCXCVI. Tong Meafire. 


Sin and Holineſs . 


HAT jarring Natures dwell within, 
Imperfect Grace, remaining Sin? 


Nor this can reign, nor that prevail, 
Though Each by Turns my Heart aſſail. 


Now I complain, and groan, and die, 
Now raiſe-my Songs of Triumph high; 
Sing a rebellious Paſſion lain, 

Or mourn to feel it live again, 


One happy Hour beholds me. riſe, 
Borne upwards, to my native Skies; 
While Faith aſſiſts my ſoaring Flight 
To Realms of Joy, and Worlds of Light, 
Scarce a few Hours or Minutes roll, 
E'er Earth reclaims my Captive Soul; 
I feel its fympathetic Force, 


And headlong urge my downward Courle. 
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Great God!] aſſiſt me through the Fight; 

Thou the deſponding Heart canſt raiſe; 

Canſt make me triumph in Thy Might, 

The Victory mine, and Thine the Praiſe. 3 


HY MN CCXCVII, Common Meaſure, 
Unfruitfulneſs confeſſed. Jer. 8. 20, 
LAS, how faſt our Moments fly ! 
How ſhort our Months appear ! 


How ſwift the various Seaſons haſte, 
The ſtill-reyolving Year! | 


Seaſons of Grace and Days of Hope, 
While 7efus waitin 1 

And ſpreads the Bleſſings of His Love 
With wide- extended Hands. | 


But O! how ſlow our ſtupid Souls 
Theſe Bleſſings to ſecure ! | 

Bleſſings, which through eternal Years 
Unwithering ſhall endure, 


Beneath the Word of Life we die, 
Periſh amidſt our Store ; 

And what Salvation ſhould impart 
Heightens our Ruin more. 


ity this Madneſs, God of Love, 
And make us truly wiſe ; | 
So, from the pregratit Seeds of Grace, 
Shall glorious Harveſts riſe ! | 


U 4 D. 
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HYMN CCXCVIII. Common Meaſure, 
Quickening Grace defired. _ Pal. 119. 


Y Soul lies cleaving to the Duſt, 
Lord, give me Life divine; 
From vain Deſires, and every Luſt 
Turn off theſe Eyes of mine. 


I need the Influence of Thy Grace 
To ſpeed me in Thy Way; 

Leſt I ſhould loiter in my Race, 
Or turn my Feet aſtray. 


When ſore Afflictions preſs me down, 
I need Thy quickening Powers; | 


Thy Word, that I have reſted on, 


Shall help my gloomieſt Hours, 


Are not Thy Mercies ſovercign ſtill, _ 

Aud Thou a faithful God ? 
Wilt Thou not grant me warmer Zeal 

To run the heavenly Road? 


Does not my Heart Thy Precepts love, 
And long to ſee Thy Face ? [ 
And yet how ſlow my Spirits move 
Without enlivening Grace! 


Then ſhall I love Thy Goſpel more, 
And ne'er forget Thy Word; 

When I have felt its quickening Power 
To draw me near the Lord, - 
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H Y M N 'CCXCIX. Common Meaſure. | ' 


Backſlidings and Returns. 


HY is my Heart ſo far from Thee, 
My God, my chief Delight? 
Why are my Thoughts no more by Day 
With Thee, no more by Night? 


Why ſhould my fooliſh Paſſions rove ? 
Where can ſuch Sweetnels be; 

As I have taſted in Thy Love, 
As I have found in Thee? 


When my ungrateful Soul renews 
The Savor of Thy Grace; 
My Heart preſumes I-cannot loſe 
The Reliſh all my Days. 


But,ec'er one fleeting Hour is paſt, 
The flattering World employs 

Some ſenſual Bait to ſeize my Taſte, 
And to pollute my Joys. 


Trifles of Nature or of Art, 
With fair deluſive Charms, 
Intrude into my thoughtleſs Heart, 
And thruſt me from Thy Arms. 


Then I repent and vex my Soul, 
That I ſhould leave Thee ſo; _ 
Where will thoſe wild AﬀeCtions rove, 
That let a Savior go ? | 


1921 
Make haſte, my Days, to reach the Goal, 
And bring my Heart to Reſt ; 


On the dear Centre of my Soul, 
My God, my Savior's Breaſt, W. 


HYMN ccc. Common Meafure. 
The Return of the Backſlider, Hoſ. 2. 6, 7, 


8 Lord'is Kind in all His Ways, 

When moſt they ſeem ſevere ; 

He frowns, and ſcourges, and rebukes, 
That we may learn His Fear. 


With Thorns He fences up our Path, 
And builds a Wall around, 

To guard us from the Death, that lurks 
In Sin's forbidden Ground, 
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When other Lovers, ſought in vain, 
Our fond Addreſs deſpiſe; 

He opens His indulgent Arms 
With Pity in His Eyes. 


Return, ye wandering Souls, return, 
And ſeek His tender Breaſt; 

Call back the Memory of thoſe Days, 
When there you found your Reſt. 
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Behold, great God, we come to Thee, 
Though Bluſhes veil our Face; 

Conſtrain'd our laſt Retreat to ſeek 

In Thy much injur'd Grace. 


D. 
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HYMN ,CCCI. Long Meaſure. 


Reſtoring and Perſeyering Grace. 
Pſal. 138. 


\ } ITH all our Powers of Heart and Tongue 
* We'll praiſe our Maker in a Song; 


Angels ſhall hear the Notes we raiſe, 
Approve the Song, and join the Praiſe, 


Angels, That make Thy Church their Care, 


Shall witneſs our Devotions there ; 
While holy Zeal diretts our Eyes 
To Thy fair Temple in the Skies. 


We'll ſing Thy Truth and Mercy, Lord, 


We'll ſing the Wonders of Thy Word; 
Not all Thy Works, and Names below, 
So much Thy Power and Glory ſhow, 


Amidſt ten thouſand Snares we ſtand, 
Upheld, and guarded by Thy Hand ; 

Thy Words our fainting Souls revive, 
And keep our dying Faith alive. | 


Grace will compleat, what Grace begins, 
To ſave from Sorrows or from Sins; 
The Work, that Wiſdom undertakes, 
Eternal Mercy ne'er forſakes. 


W. 
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HYMN" CCCII. Common Meafure, 


' The Good Samaritans * 
Luke 10. g0—27- 


IATHER of Mercies, fend Thy Grace, 
All- powerful from above, 
To form, in our obedient Souls, 
The Image of Thy 1 


O may our ſympathizing Breaſts 
That generous Pleaſure know; 

Kindly to ſharein others Joy, 
And weep for others Woe, 


When the moſt Yelpleſs Sons of Grief, 
In low Diſtreſs are laid. 

Soft be our Hearts their Pains to fook 
And ſwift our Hands to aid, 


So Jeſus lock d on dying Man, | 
When thron'd above the Skies; 
And, midſt th' Embraces of His God, 

He felt Compaſſion riſe, 


On Wings of Love the Savior flew, 
To raile us from the Ground ; 

And ſhed the richeſt of His Blood, 
A Balm for every Wound, 
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HYMN CCCIIL. Common Meaſure. 
Relieving Chrift in His Members, 
Matt. 25. - 


ESUS, my Lord, how rich Thy Grace ! U 

JI y Bounties how compleat ! 

How "Oat I count the matchleſs Sum ! 
How pay the mighty Debt ! 


High on a Throne of radiant Light, 
Doſt Thou exalted ſhine; - 

What can my Poverty beſtow, 
When all the Worlds are Thine ? 


But Thou haſt Brethren here below, 
The Partners of Thy Grace; 

And wilt confeſs their humble Names 
Before Thy Father's Face, 


In them Thou may'ſt be cloath'd, and fed, 
And viſited and cheer'd; 

And, in their Accents of Diſtreſs, 
My Savior's Voice is heard. 


Thy Face, with Reverence and with Love, 
We in Thy Poor would ſee; 

O let us rather beg our Bread 
Than keep it back from Thee. 
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H Y M,N, CCCIV. Long Meaſure. 


Gravity and Decency. 


EHOLD the Sons, the Heirs of Goo, 
So dearly bought with Joes Blood! 
Are they not born to heavenly Joys, «4p PEE 
And ſhall they ſioop to earthlyToys? ö 


Can Laughter feed th* immortal Mind? 

Were Spirits of celeſtial Kind 

Made for a Jeſt, for Sport and Play, 

To wear out Time, and waſte the Day? 7 


Doth vain Diſcourſe, or empty Mirth - 

Well ſuit the Honors of their Birth? 

Shall they be ſond of gay Attire, 

Which Children love, and Fools admire ? 3 


What if we wear the richeſt Veſt, 

Peacocks and Flies are better dreſt ; 

This Fleſh, with all its gaudy Forms, 

Muſt drop to Duſt and feed the Worms, F 


Lord, raiſe our Hearts and Paſſions higher ; 
Touch our vain Souls with ſacred Fire ; 
Then, with a Heaven- directed Eye, 
We'll paſs theſe glittermg Trifles by, 


We'll look on all the Toys below 

With ſuch Diſdain as Angels do; - 

And wait the Call that bids us riſe 

To Manſions promis'd in the Skies, W. 8. 
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HY M N |CCCV. Short Meaſure. 
| The Excellency of the Righteous. | | 


Prov. 12. 26. | 


OW glorious, Lord, art Thou! 

How bright thy Splendors ſhine : | 
Whoſe Rays, reflected, gild Thy Saints | 
With Ornaments divine. | 


With Lowlinef and Lon, 
Wiſdom and Courage meet; 


The grateful Heart, the cherrful Eye, 
How amiable, how ſweet. 


In Beauties ſuch as theſe, | 

Thy Children now are dreſt; 
But brighter Habits ſhall they wear 

In Regions of the Bleſt, 


O God of Iſrael, hear, 1 
And make this Bliſs our own ; | 
Make us the Children of Thy Care, a | 
The Members of Thy Son. D. 


HYMN CCCVI. Long Meaſure, | 
Hymn on the Sabbath. 


A NOTHER de Days Work is done; | 
Another Sabbath is begun ; | 
Return, my Soul, enjoy thy Reſt, 

Improve the Day thy God has bleſt. 
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Come, bleſs the Lord, whoſe Love aſſigns 
So ſweet a Reſt to wearied Minds ; 


Provides an Antepaſt of Heaven, 
And gives this Day the Food of Seven. 


O that our Thoughts and Thanks may riſe, 
As grateful Incenſe, to the Skies; 4 
And draw from Heaven that ſweet Repoſe, 

Which None, buthethat feels ty knows. 


This heavenly Calm, within the Breaſt, 

Is the dear Pledge, of glorious Reſt, _ \ 
Which for the Church of God remains, 1 
The End of Cares, the End of Pains. 


With Joy, great God, Thy Works we view, 
In varied Scenes both old and new; 
With Praiſe, we think on Mercies paſt, 
With Hope, we future Pleaſures N 


In holy Duties let the Day, 

In holy Pleaſures paſs away; 

How ſweet, a Sabbath thus to ſpend, 

In Hope of one that ne'er ſhall end! I. 8. 


HYMN CCCVII. Long Meaſure. 
4 Hymn for Lord's Day Morning. 


A our drowſy Souls, 
Shake off each ſlothful Band, 
The Wonders of this Day | 
Our nobleſt Songs demand, 
Auſpicious Morn ! thy bliſsful Rays, 
Bright Seraphs hail in Songs of Praiſe. 
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At Thy approaching Dawn, 
Reluctant Death reſign'd 
The glorious Prince of Life, 
Her dark Domains confin'd. 
Th' angelic Hoſt around Him bends, 
And, midſt their Shouts, uE Go aſcends, 


All hail, triumphant Lord, 
Heaven with Hoſannas rings; 
While Earth, in humbler Strains, 
Thy Praiſe reſponſive ings: 
Worthy art Thou, who once waſt lain, 
Through endleſs Years to live and reign. 


Gird on, great God, Thy Sword, 
Aſcend Thy conquering Carr, 
While Juſtice, Truth, and Love 
Maintain the glorious War. 
Victorious Thou, Thy Foes ſhalt tread, 
And Sin and Hell in Triumph lead. 


Make bare Thy potent Arm, 


8 And wing th' unerring Dart, 
be With ſalutary Pangs, 


To each rebellious Heart. 
Then dying Souls for Life ſhall ſue, 
Numerous as Drops of Morning Dew. D. 


HYMN CCCVIII. Peculiar Meaſure, 
Hymn for the Lord's Day Morning, 


REAT God, this ſacred Day of Thine 


Demands our Soul's collected Powers: 
W 
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May we employ in Work divine, 
Theſe ſolemn, theſe devoted Hours! 
O may our Souls, adoring, own | 
The Grace, which calls us to Thy Throne ! 


Hence, ye vain Cares and Trifles fly, 


Where God reſides appear no more; p 
Omniſcient God, Thy piercing Eye [ 
Can every ſecret Thought explore. 1 
O may Thy Grace our Hearts refine, | 
And fix our Thoughts on Things divine. F, 
The Word of Life, diſpens'd to Day, L 
Invites us to a heavenly Feaſt; Li 
May every Ear the Call obey, f Bl, 
Be every Heart a humble Gueſt ! 

O bid the wretched Sons of Need 


On Soul-reviving Dainties feed! 


Thy Spirit's powerful Aid impart, 

O may Thy Word, with Life divine, 
Engage the Ear, and warm the Heart ; 
Then ſhall the Day indeed be Thine: 
Then ſhall our Souls, adoring, own 

The Grace, which calls us to 'Thy Throne. , 


HYMN CCCIX. Long Meaſure. 


For the Lord's Day. 


8 is the Work, my God, my King, 

To praiſe Thy Name, give Thanks and ſing 
To ſhew Thy Love by Morning Light, 

And talk of all Thy Truth at Night. 
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Sweet is the Day of ſacred Reſt, 

No mortal Cares ſhall ſeize my Breaſt; 
O may my Heart in Tune be Grad 
Like David's Harp of ſolemn Sound ! 


My. Heart ſhall triumph in my Lord, 

And bleſs His Works, and bleſs His Word; 
His Works of Grace ! how bright they ſhine ! 
How deep His Counſels l how divine! 


Fools never raiſe their Thoughts ſo high; 
Like Brutes they live, like Brutes they die; 
Like Graſs they floriſh, till Thy Breath 
Blaſt them in everlaſting Death. 


But I ſhall ſhare a glorious Part, 

When Grace hath well refin'd my Heart, 
And freſh Supplies of Joy are ſhed, 

Like holy Oil, to cheer my Head, 


din (my worſt Enemy before) 
Shall vex my Eyes and Ears no more; 
My inward Foes ſhall all be ſlain, 


Nor Satan break my Peace again. 


T, 


Ihen ſhall I ſee and hear, and know 
(Il deſir'd or wiſh'd below; 

\nd every Power find ſweet Employ 
a that eternal World of Joy. 


og] W 2 W. 
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HYMN CCCX. Common Meafure. 
Hoſanna, or the Lord's Day. 


Pſal. 1 18. ] 
1 is the Day the Lord hath made, 1 
He calls it all His Own; 
Let Heaven rejoice, let Earth be glad, 
And Praiſe ſurround the Throne, T 
To-day He roſe, and left the Dead, A 


And Satan's Empire fell ; 
To-day the Saints His Triumphs ſpread, | 
And all His Wonders tell. 1 


Hoſanna to th* anointed King, 
To David's holy Son ; 


Help us, O Lord, deſcend and . 
Salvation from Thy Throne. 


Hoſanna in the higheſt Strains, 
The Church on Earth can raiſe; 
The higheſt Heavens, in which He reigns, 


Shall give Him nobler Praiſe, 1 


HYMN CCCXI. Common Meaſure. 


The Lord's Day. 


JRATSED Morning, whoſe firſt dawning 8 
Beheld our riſing God; 
That ſaw Him triumph o'er the Duſt, 

And leave His dark Abode. 
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In the cold Priſon of a Tomb, 


W 


e. 
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The dead Redeemer lay, 
Till the revolving Skies had brought 
The third, th* appointed Day. 


Hell and the Grave unite their Forc 
To hold our God in vain ; | 
The ſleeping Conqueror aroſe, 
And burſt their feeble Chain. 


To Thy great Name, almighty Lord, 
Theſe ſacred Hours we pay ; 

And loud Hoſannas ſhall proclaim 
The Triumphs of the Day. 


Salvation, and immortal Praiſe 
To our victorious King; 

Let Heaven, and Earth, and Rocks, and Seas 
With glad Hoſannas ring ! 


HYMN CCCXII. Common Meaſure. 


A Hymn for the Evening of the Lord's Day, 


REQUENT the Day of God returns 
To ſhed its quickening Beams; 

nd yet how ſlow Devotion burns ! 

How languid are its Flames! 


ccept our faint Attempts to love, 

Our Frailties, Lord, forgive ; | 
Ve would be like Thy Saints above, 
Unlike them as we live, 

W 3 


W. 
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Increaſe, O Lord, our Faith and Hope, 
And fit us to aſcend, 
Where the Aſſembly ne'er breaks up, - 
The Sabbath ne'er ſhall end. 


Where we ſhall breathe in heavenly Air, 
With heavenly Luſtre ſhine; 

Before the Throne of God appear, 
And feaſt on Love divine, 


Where we, in high ſeraphic Strains, 
Shall all our Powers employ ; 

Delighted range th' ethereal Plains, q 

And takeour Fill of Joy. B. 


HYMN CCCXIII. Common Meaſure. 


Going to Church, 
Pſal. 122. 


HO did our Hearts rejoice to hear 
Our Friends devoutly ſay, 
In Sion let us all appear, 

And keep the ſolemn Day. 


We love her Gates, we love the Road; An 
The. Church, adorn'd with Grace, 

Stands like a Palace built for God 
To ſhew His milder Face, 


Up to her Courts, with Joys unknown, 
The holy Tribes repair; 

The Son of David holds His Throne, The 
And hits in Judgment there, 


8% 1 
He hears our Praiſes and Complaints, 
And, while His awful Voice 


Divides the Sinners from the Saints, 
We tremble and rejoice, 


Peace be within this ſacred Place, 
And Joy a conſtant Gueſt ; 

With holy Gifts, and heavenly Grace 
Be her Attendants bleſt, 


My Soul ſhall pray for Sion ſtill, 
While Life or Breath remains; 
There my beſt Friends, my kindred dwell, 
5. There God, my Savior, reigns. . 


e. HYMN CCCXIV.: Peculiar Meaſure. 


Going to Church, 
Pſal. 122. 


H pleas'd and bleſs'd was 1, 
To hear the People cry, 
Come, let us ſeek our God to- day: 
Yes, with a cheerful Zeal, 
We haſte to Sion's Hill, 
And there our Vows and Homage pay. 


Sion, thrice happy Place, 
Adorn'd with wonderous Grace, 
And Walls of Strength embrace Thee round! 
In Thee our Tribes appear | 
To pray, and praiſe, and hear 
The ſacred Goſpel's jay ſul Sound. 
W 4 
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There David's greater Son, 
Hath fix'd His royal Throne, 

He ſits for Grace and judgment there: | 
He bids the Saint be glad, 
He makes the Sinner ſad 

And humble Souls rejoice with Fear, 


May Peace attend thy Gate, 
And Joy within thee wait 
To bleſs the Soul of every Gueſt : 
The Man, that ſeeks thy Peace, 
And wiſhes thine Increaſe, 
A thouſand Bleſſings on him reſt. 


how ds ad VV oa 


My Tongue repeats her Vows, 
Peace to this ſacred Houſe ! 

For there my Friends and Kindred dwell : 
And, ſince my gracious God 

Makes thee His bleſs'd Abode, 

My Soul ſhall ever love thee well, W. 


HYMN CCCXV. Peculiar Meafure. 


Public Worſhip. 

ORD, we come before Thee now, 60 
| At Thy Feet we humbly bow ; Ge 
Oh ! do not our Suit diſdain, Fre 
Shall we ſeek Thee, Lord, in vain? Fre 
In Thy Own appointed Way, All 
Now we ſeek 'Thee, here we ſtay, An 
Lord we know not how to go, He 


Till a Bleſſing Thou beſtow. No 
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Send ſome Meſſage from Thy Word, 
That may Joy and Peace afford; 

Let Thy Spirit now impart 

Full Salvation to each rleart. 


Grant that all may ſeek, and find 

Thee a God ſupremelykind ; 

Heal the Sick, the Captive free, 

Let us all rejoice in Thee, M. C. 


HYMN CCCXVI. Long Meaſure, 
The Pleaſure and Advantage of Public Worſmp, 
Pial. 84. 


2 REAT God, attend, while Sion fings 

F The Joy that from Thy Preſence ſprings : 
To ſpend one Day with Thee on Earth 

W. Exceeds a thouſand Days of Mirth, 


i Might we but fill the meaneſt Place, 

" WM Within Thy Houle, O God of Grace, 
Not Tents ol Eaſe, nor Thrones of Powe: 
Should tempt our Feet to leave Thy Door. 


God is our Sun, He makes our Day; 
Cod is our Shield, He guards our Way | 
From all th' Aſſaults of Hell and Sin, | 
From Foes without, and Foes within, 


All needſul Grace will God beſtow, | 
And crown that Grace with Glory too; 

He gives us all Things, and with-holds 

No real Good from upright Souls, | 


* 
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Cheerful they walk, with growing Strength, 
Till all ſhall meet in Heaven at length; 

Till all before Thy Face a pear, 

And join in nobler Were # i: hy 


HYMN CCCXVII. Long Meaſure. 


The Happineſs of the pious Worſhupper, Plal. 84. 


OW ſweet Thy Dwellings, Lord, how fair! 
What Peace, what Bliſs inhabits there! 
With ardent Hope, with ſtrong Deſire, 
My Heart, my Fleſh, to Thee atpire, 


Eternal King, within Thy Dome 

The Sparrow finds her peaceful Home ; 
With her, the Dove, a licens'd Gueſt, 
Aſſiduous tends her infant Neſt. 


Bleſs'd, who, like theſe from Day to Day, 
Within Thy Houſe permitted (tay; 
Whoſe joyous Tongues Thy Mercies raiſe 
To Hymns of Gratitude and Praile, 


Bleſs'd, who, their Strength on Thee reclin'| 
Thy Seat explore with conſtant Mind, 
And, Sion's diſtant Towers in View, 


With active Zeal their Way purſue, 


Thou, Lord, art Ifrae!'s Sun and Shield; 
Thy Love ſhall Grace and Glory yield, 
Nor e'er permit the pious Train 


Thy Gifts to aſk, and aſk in vain. 


— —— —— — 
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From Stage to Stage advancing flill, 

Behold them reach fair Son's Hill; 

And, proſtrate at the hallow'd Shrine, 

Adore the Majeſty divine, M. 


HYMN CCCXVIII. Common Meaſure. 
Reverential Worſhip. 


Pſal. 89. 


ITH Reverence let the Saints appear, 
And bow before the Lord; 

His high Commands attentive hear, 

And tremble at His Word, 


How terrible Thy Glories be ! 
How bright Thy Armies ſhine ! 

Where is the Power that vies with Thee? 
Or Truth compar'd to 'Thine ? 


The Northern Pole, and Southern reſt 
On Thy ſupporting Hand ; 

Darkneſs and Day, from Eaſt to Weſt, 
Move round at Thy Command. 


Heaven, Earth, and Air, and Sea are Thine, 
And the dark World of Hell; 

How did Thy Arm in Vengeance ſhine, 
When Egypt durſt rebel! 


Juſtice and Judgment are Thy Throne, 
Yet wonderous is Thy Grace; 
While Truth and Mercy join'd in one, 
Invite us near Thy Face, W. 
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HYMN. CCCXIX. Long Meaſure. 


Humble Worſhip. 


Shall mortal Creatures dare to raiſe 
Their Songs to Thy ſupreme Abode, 
And join with Angels in Thy Praiſe ? 


(3 RA. King of Kings, eternal God, 


The brighteſt Seraph veils his Face, 

And low before Thy dazling Throne, | 
With proſtrate Homage all confeſs, 
Thou art the Infinite Unknown, 


Man, ah how far remov'd below ! 3 ] 

Wrapt in the Shades of gloomy Night ; 1 

His brighteſt Day can only ſhow 

A few at Streaks of diſtant Light. 

But ſee, the bright, the Morning Star! 

His Beams ſhall chaſe the Shades away; 

His Beams, reſplendent from afar, B 

Sweet Promiſe of immortal Day ! 0 
H, 


To Him our longing Eyes we raiſe, 
Our Guide to Thee, the Great Unknown ; Su 
Through Him, O may our humble Praiſe | 
Accepted riſe before Thy Throne. 


——— ſ - * - HG DOTS: —ñ — —— 
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HYMN CCCXX. Peculiar Meaſure, 


Zeal for the Houſe of God, and Delight in his Worſhip, 
Pal. 122. 


1 joy ful Morn, my God is come, 
That calls me to Thy honor'd Dome 
Thy Preſence to adore: 

My Feet the Summons ſhall attend, 

Wich willing Steps Thy Courts aſcend; 
And tread the hallow'd Floor. 


Hither from 7udah's utmoſt End, 
The Heaven- protected Tribes aſcend : 
Their Offerings hither bring : 
Here, eager toatteſt Gas 17, 
In Hymns of Praiſe their Tongues employ, 
And hail th* immortal King, 


Be Peace implor'd by each on Thee, 
O Sion, while with bended Knee 
To Jacob's God we pray: 
How bleſs'd, who calls himſelf thy Friend! 
Succeſs his Labor ſhall attend, 
And Safety guard his Way. 


O may'ſt thou, free from hoſtile Fear, 

Nor the loud Voice of Tumult hear, 
Nor War's wild Waſtes deplore: 

May Plenty nigh thee take her Stand, 

And in thy Courts, with laviſh Hand, 
Diſtribute all her Store, 


( g18 ] 
Seat of my Friends and Brethren, hail! 


How can my Tongue, O Sion, fail 
To bleſs thy lov'd Abode ? 
How ceaſe the Zeal that in me glows, 
Thy Good to ſeek, whoſe Walls incloſe 
The Manſions of my God ? M, 


HY M N CCCXXI, Common. Meaſure. 
Formality in the Worſhip of God acknowledged, 


T ONG have we ſat beneath the Sound 
Of Thy Salvation, Lord; 
But ſtill how weak our Faith is found, 
And Knowledge of Thy Word! 


Oft we frequent Thy holy Place, 
And hear almoſt in vain ; 

How {mall a Portion of Thy Grace 
Our thoughtleſs Souls retain |! 


How cold and feeble is our Love! 
How negligent our Fear ! 

How low our Hopes of Joys above ! 
How few AﬀeRions there ! 


Great God! Thy ſovereign Power impart 
To give Thy Word Succeſs ; 

Write Thy Salvation in my Heart, 
And make me learn Thy Grace, 
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Shew my forgetful Feet the Way, 
That leads to Joys on high: 

There Knowledge grows without Decay, 
And Love ſhall never die, 


W. 


HYMN CCCXXII. Common Meaſure. 
Fervency of Devotion defered. 


("2 holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,“ 
With all Thy quickening Powers, 
Kindle a Flame of ſacred Love 
In theſe cold Hearts of ours, 


Look, how on Earth we groveling lie, 
Fond of its glittering Toys; 

Nor can we lift our Souls on high 
To reach ſublimer Joys. 


In vain we tune our formal Songs, 
In vain we ſtrive to riſe; 

Hoſannas languiſh on our Tongues, 
And our Devotion dies, 


Great God, and ſhall we ever lie, 
At this poor dying Rate ? 

Our Love ſo cold, ſo faint to Thee, 
And Thine to us ſo great? 


| k The TWILAT V4 869k Wot egit of Sk. Luke, may 
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Come, holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With all Thy quickening Powers : 
Come, ſhed abroad a Savior's Love, 
And that ſhall kindle ours, W. 


HYMN CCCXXIII. Common Meaſure, 
A Song of Praiſe before Prayer. 


Pſal. 95. 


8 to the Lord Jehovah's Name, 
And in His Strength rejoice ; 

When His Salvation is our Theme, 
Exalted be our Voice. 


With Thanks approach his awful Sight, 
And loud Hoſannas ſing ; 


The Lord's a God of boundleſs Might, 1 
The whole Creation's King. 

Let Princes hear, let Angels know 
How mean their Natures ſeem; 

Thoſe Gods on high, and Gods below, W 
When once compar'd to Him, ] 

Earth, with its Caverns dark and deep, ; 
Lies in His ſpacious Hand ; d 

He fix'd the Seas what Bounds to keep, Con 
And where the Hills muſt ſtand, A 

Come, and with humble Souls adore, B 
Come, kneel before His Face; 8 | 

n 


Come, as the Creatures of His Power, 
And own the God of Grace, 


I 3's J 
Now is the Time He bends His Ear, 


And waits for your Requeit ; 
Come, leſt He rouze His Wrath, and ſwear, 
% Ye ſhall not ſee my Reſt.” W. 


HYMN CCCXXIV. Short Meaſure. 
A Song of Praiſe before Sermon. 


Pſal . PLL 


OME, ſpread His Praiſe abroad, 
And Hymns of Glory ling ; 
Jehovah is the ſovereign God, 

The univerſal King. 


He form'd the Deeps unknown; 
He gave the Seas their Bound ; 
The watery Worlds are al! His Own, 

And all the ſolid Ground, 


Come, worſhip at His Throne, 
Come, bow before the Lord; 

We are His Work, and not our own, 
He form'd us with His Word, 


To-day attend His Voice, 

Nor dare provoke His Rod ; 
Come, as the People of His Choice, 

And own your gracious God. 


But if your Ears refuſe 
Ihe Language of His Grace, 


and Hearts grow hard, like ſtubborn Jews, 
= That unbelieving Race; 3 


xX 
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The Lord, in Vengeance dreſt, 
Will lift His Hand and ſwear, 
6 You that deſpiſe my promis'd Reſt 
Shall have no Portion there.“ W. 


HYMN CCCXXV. Common Meafure. 
God prefent in His Churches. 


Pſal. 84. 


Y Soul, how lovely is the Place 
To which Thy God reſorts! 
*Tis Heaven to ſee His ſmiling Face, 
Though in His earthly Courts. 


There, the great Sovereign of the Skies 
His ſaving Power diſplays, 

And Light breaks in upon our Eyes, 
With kind and quickening Rays. 


With His rich Gifts, the heavenly Dove 
Deſcends and fills the Place, 

While Chriſt reveals His wonderous Love, 
And ſheds abroad His Grace, 


There, mighty God, Thy Words declare 
The Secrets of Thy Will; 

And ſtill we ſeek Thy Mercy there, 
And ling Thy Praiſes ſtill, 


To fit one Day beneath Thine Eye, 
And hear Thy gracious Voice, 

Excceds a whole Eternity _ 
Employ'd in carnal Joys, 
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Lord, at Thy Threſhold we would wait, 
While Jeſus is within, 

Rather than fill a Throne of State, 

Or live in Tents of Sin. 


Could we command the ſpacious Land, 
And the more boundleſs Sea, 
For one bleſs'd Hour at Thy Right-hand, 
We'd give them both away. W. 


HYMN CCCXXVI. Common Meaſure. 


Intreating the Preſence of Chriſt in His Churclies. 


Hag. 2. 7. 


2 E, Thou Dehre of all Thy Saints, 
Our humble Strains attend, 


While, with our Praiſes and Complaints, 
Low at Thy Feet we bend. 


When we Thy wonderous Glories hear, 
And all Thy Sufferings trace, 

What ſweetly awful Scenes appear! 

What rich unbounded Grace! 


How ſhould our Songs, like thoſe above, 

With warm Devotion rife ! 

How ſhould our Souls, on Wings of Love, 
Mount upward to the Skies ! 


ut ah! the Song how cold it flows!“ 
How languid our Deſire ! 
| low taint the ſacred Paſſion glows, 

Ti! Thou the Heart inſpire! 

| X 2 
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Come Lord, Thy Love alone can raiſe 
In us the heavenly Flame ; 

Then ſhall our Lips reſound Thy Praiſe, 
Our Hearts adore Thy Name. 


Dear Savior, let Thy Glory ſhine, 
And fill Thy Dwellings here, 

Till Life, and Love, and Joy divine 
A Heaven on Earth appear, 


Then ſhall our Hearts enraptur'd ſay, 
Come, great Redeemer, come, 
And bring the bright, the glorious Day, 
That calls Thy Children Home, J. 


HYMN CCCXXVII. Long Meaſure. 


The Preſence of Chrift the Foy of His People. 


6 be E wondering Nations have beheld 
The ſacred Propheſy fulfill'd, 
And Angels hail'd the glorious Morn, 
That ſhew'd the great Meſſiah born : 


H; 
The Prince! the Savior! long defir'd, His 
Whom Prophets taught, by Heaven inſpir'd, 


And raptur'd ſaw the bliſsful Day 
Riſe o'er the World with healing Ray. 


Oft in the Temples of His Grace, 
His Saints behold His ſmiling Face; 
And oft have ſeen His Glory ſhine, 
With Power and Majeſty divine: 


[ 319 ] 


But ſoon alas! His Abſence mourn, 
And pray and wiſh His kind Return: 
Without His Life-inſpiring Light, 
'Tis all a Scene of gloomy Night. 


Come, deareſt Lord, Thy Children cry, 
Our Graces droop, our Comforts die ; 
Return, and let Thy Glories riſe 

Again to our admiring Eyes : 


Till 61'd with Light, and Joy, and Love, 
Thy Courts below, like thole above, 
Triumphant Hallelujahs raiſe, 


And Heaven and Earth reſound Thy Praiſe, 
| T. 


HYMN CCCXXVIII. Long Meaſure. 


The Citizen of Sion, Plal. 15, 


We O ſhall aſcend Thy holy Place, 
Great God, and dwell before Thy Face P. 


The Man that minds Religion now, 


And humbly walks with God below, 


His Hands are pure, his Heart is clean; 
His Lips {till ſpeak the Thing they mean; 
Nor dares he break the Oath he ſwears, 
Whatever Pain or Loſs he bears. 


He never deals in bribing Gold, 


But mourns that Juſtice ſhould be ſold ; 
And doth to all Men ſtill the ſame, 


That he would hope or wiſh from them.. 
X. 3 
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Yet, when his holieſt Works are done, 
His Soul depends on Grace alone ; 
This is the Man Thy Face ſhall ſee, 
And dwell for ever, Lord, with Thee, W. 


HYMN CCCXXIX. Common Meaſure, 
The Safety and Glory of Sion. 
Pſal. 48. 8— 10. 


| ae what our Ears long ſince have known, 
Our Eyes delighted trace, 
Thy Love in Jong Succeſſion ſhown 

To Sion's choſen Race. 


Thrice bleſs'd Abode! whoſe every Tower 
By Thee ſupported ſtands, 

That God whole wide-extended Power 
Th' ethereal Hoſt commands. 


When proſtrate at Thy hallow'd Shrine, 
Thy Mercies Each ſurveys, 
Tranſported with the View, we join 
In Wonder, Love, and Praiſe, M. | 
| * 
| 


HYMN CCCXXX. Common Meaſure. 


The Safety and Glory of Sion. 


Plal. 48. 11—14. 


ET Sion's Heaven- devoted Mount, 
With Shouts of Triumph ring, 
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And Judah's Daughters, pleas'd, recount 
The Judgments of her King. 


Go, walk her ſacred Streets along, 
And let her Towers be told; 

With curious Eye her Bulwarks ſtrong, 
And beauteous Domes behold. 


So ſhall the fair Deſcription laſt, 
Preſerv'd in full Record, 
And tell what Glories once have grac'd 


The Seat of Jacob's Lord. 


| 
To Him our thankful Hearts ſhall bow, | 
Nor own a God beſide ; | | 
To Life's laſt Period Him avow, = 
The ever faithful Guide. M, h 


HYMN CCCXXXI. Common Meaſure. 
Good Magiſtrates a Bleſſing. 


E Sovereign of the Sky, 
And Lord of all below, 

We Mortals to Thy Majeſty, 
Our firſt Obedience owe. 


Our Souls adore Thy Throne ſupreme, 
And bleſs Thy Providence, 

For Magiſtrates of meaner Name, 

Our Glory and Defence, 

X 4 
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The Crowns of Britiſh Princes ſhine, 
With Rays above the reſt : 

Where Laws and Liberty combine 
To make the Nation bleſt, 


Let Cæſar's Due be ever paid 
To Cæſar, and his Throne; 
But Conſciences, and Souls were made 


HYMN CCCXXXII. Common Meaſure, 
A Hymn for the Fiſth of November, 


ION, rejoice, ard Judah, ſing, 
The Lord aſſumes His Throne! 
Let Britain own the heavenly King, 
And make His Gloties known, 


His Power the whole Creation rules, 
And, on the ſtarry Skies, 

Sits ſmiling at the weak Deſigns, 
His envious Foes deviſe. 


His Scorn derides their feeble Rage, 
And, with an awful Frown, 
Flings vaſt Confuſion on their Plots, 


And ſhakes their Babel down. 


Their dark Defigns were all reveal'd, 
Their Treaſons all betray'd ; 

Praiſe to the Lord, that broke the Snare 
Their curſed Hands had laid, 


To be the Lord's alone, W. 
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In vain the buſy Sons of Hell 
Still new Rebellions try; 
Their Souls ſhall pine with envious Rage, 
And vex away, and die. 


Almighty Grace defends our Land 
From their malicious Power; 
Let Britain, with united Songs, 
Almighty Grace adote, W. 


HYMN cccxxxiII. Peculiar Meaſure. 


A Hymn of Praiſe for the Fiſth of November, 
Pſal. 34. 1. 


ID us, celeſtial Power, 
While we aloud proclaim 
The Mercies of our God, 
The Glories of His Name, 
The Angel Choir begins the Song, 
And let the Earth His Praiſe prolong. 


Array'd, in Robes of Truth 

And Holineſs divine, 

Of Juſtice, Wiſdom, Power, 

Does our Jehovah ſhine. 
While milder Charms of Love and Grace 
The God diſplays in Jeſus' Face, 


Nature, through all her Works, 
Attempts theſe heavenly Lays, 
But Thy redeemed Ones 
Their nobler Accents raiſe; 
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Creating Power, and dying Love 
Their grateful Hearts with Raptures move, 


We bleſs Thy bounteous Hand, 
Whence all our Comforts flow; 
Thy providential Sway, 
Which governsall below, 
Thy Mercies crown the circling Years, 
And every Land Thy Goodneſs ſhares, 


Yet, on Britannia's Iſle, 
Thy richeſt Grace is.ſhed, 
While, with the Bread of Life, 
Her favor'd Sons are fed : 
Our Glory Thou, nor can we fear, 
Since Thou, our Help, art ever near. 


This Day we celebrate 
The Wonders of Thy Hand, 
Once, and again, diſplay'd 
To fave this ſinking Land. 
When Earth and Hellin vain did rage, 


For Thou didit guard Thy Heritage. 
Then let our grateful Souls 
A joyful Tribute bring, * 
And, with harmonious Voice, 0 


Their great Deliverer ſing. 
Ye Britiſh Shores, His Praile reſound, 


Till Days and Years ſhall ceaſe their Round, 8 
8. t 
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HY MN CCCXXXIV., Common Meaſure, 
A Hymn for a Faſt- Day. 


HEN Abram, full of ſacred Awe, 
Before Jehovah ſtood, 

And, with a humble fervent Prayer, 

For guilty Sodom ſu'd; 


With what Succeſs, what wonderous Grace, 
Was his Petition crown'd ! 

The Lord would ſpare if in the Place 
Ten righteous Men were found. 


And could a fingle, holy Soul, 
So rich a Boon obtain? 

Great God, and ſhall a Nation cry, 
And plead with Thee in vain ? 


Britain, all guilty as ſhe is, 
Her numerous Saints can boaſt, 
And now their fervent Prayers aſcend, 


And can thoſe Prayers be loſt ? 


Are not the Righteous dear to Thee, 
Now as in ancient Times ? 

Or does this ſinful Land exceed 
Gomorra in its Crimes? 


Still are we Thine, we bear Thy Name, 
Here yet is Thine Abode; | 
Long has Thy Preſence bleſs'd our Land, 

Forlake us not, O Cd. 


— ͤ U m ‚˖—·˙¾ 


HYMN CCCXXXV. Long Meaſure. 
For a Faft-Day, Iſa. 8. 9—14- 


REAT God of Hoſts, attend our Prayer, 
And make the Britiſh Iſles Thy Care; 

To Thee we raiſe our ſuppliant Cries, 

When angry Nations round us riſe. 


Fain would they tread our Glory down, 
And in the Duſt defile our Crown; 
Deluge our Houſes with our Blood, 
And burn the Temples of our God. 


But, *midſt the Thunder of their Rage, 
We Thy Protection would engage; 

O raiſe Thy ſaving Arm on high, 

And bring renew'd Deliverance nigh. 


Give Ear, ye Countries from afar, 

Ye proud aſſociate Nations, hear ; 
While, fix'd on Him who rules the Sky, 
Our Hearts your threaten'd War defy. 


Ye People, gird yourſelves in vain, 
Your ſcatter'd Force unite again; 
Again ſhall all that Force be broke, 
If God for us but deal the Stroke. 


Now he records our humble Tears, 
With ardent Vows for future Years ; 
And deſtines, for approaching Days, 
Victorious Shouts, and Songs of Praiſe. 


D, 
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HYMN CCCXXXVI. Long Meaſure. 7 
For a Fafi-Day in Time of War, 


REAT God of Heaven and Nature, riſe, 
And hear our loud united Cries ; 

See Britain bow before Thy Face 

Through all her Coaſts, and ſeek Thy Grace. 


No Arm of Fleſh we make our Truſt, 

Nor Sword, nor Horſe, nor Ships we boaſt ; 
Thine is the Land, and I hine the Main, 
And human Force and Skill are vain. 


Our Guilt might draw Thy Vengeance down 
On every Shore, on every Town ; 

But view us, Lord, with pitying Eye, 

And lay th' upliſted Thunder by. 


Forgive the Follies of our Times, 

And purge the Land from all its Crimes; 
Reform'd, and deck'd with Grace divine, 
Let Prince, and Prieſts, and People ſhine, 


So ſhall our God delight to bleſs, 

And crown our Arms, with wide Succeſs; 
Our Foes ſhall dread Jehovah's Sword, 
And conquering Britons ſhout the Lok p. 
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HYMN CCCXXXVII. Common Meaſure, 


Thankſgiving for Victory. 


SRAEL rejoice, and Judah ſing, 

The Lord aſſumes His Throne 
Let Sion own her heavenly King, 
And make His Glories known, 


The Great, the Wicked, and the Proud 
From their high Seats are hurl'd ; 
ov rides upon a Cloud, 


And thunders through the World. 


He reigns upon th' eternal Hills, 
Diſtributes mortal Crowns; 

Empires are fix'd beneath His Smiles, 
And totter when He ſrowns. 


Navies, that rule the Ocean wide, 
Arc vanquiſh'd by His Breath; 

And Legions, arm'd with Power and Pride, 
Delcend to watery Death. 


Let Tyrants make no more Pretence 
To vex our happy Land; 
 Fehovah's Name is our Defence, 


Our Buckler is His Hand. 


Long may the King, our Sovereign, live, 
To rule us by his Word; 

And all the Honors he can give 

Be offer'd to the Lord. 


. I 
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HYMN CccxxxvIII. Common Meaſure. 
The Conqueror's Song, Pal, 18. 


15 Thy almighty Power we owe 
The Triumphs of the Day, 


Thy Terrors, Lord, confound the Foe, 
And melt their Strength away. 


Tis by Thine Aid our Troops prevail, 
And break united Powers ; 

Or burn their boaſted Fleets, or ſcale 
The proudeſt of their Towers. 


low have we chas'd them through the Field, 
And trod them to the Ground; 


While Thy Salvation was our Shield, 
But they no Shelter found, 


in vain to Idol Gods they cry, 
And periſh in their Blood; 

Where is a Rock fo great, ſo high, 
So powerful, as our God? 


On Kings, that reign as David did, 
He pours His Bleſſings down; 


Secures their Honors to their Seed, 
' And well ſupports their Crown, W. 


HYMN CCCXXXIX. Peculiar Meaſure, 
Than giving for National Peace. 


N let our Songs addreſs the God of Peace, 
Who bids the Tumult of the Baule ceaſe; 
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The pointed Spears to pruning Hooks He bendi, 

And the broad Faulchion in the Plow ſhare ends, 
His powerful Bands unite contending Nations, 
In kind Embrace, and friendly Salutations, 


While we beneath our Vines and Fig-trees ſit, 
Or thus, within Thy ſacred Temple meet, 
Accept, great God, the Tribute of our Song, 
And all the Mercies of this Day prolong, 
Then ſpread Thy peaceful Word through every 
Nation, 
That all the Earth may hail Thy great Salvation, 
| D. 


HY M N CCCXL. Long Meaſure. 
A Song of Praiſe for Great Britain. 


ATURE, and all her Works ſhall ſing, 
God the Creator, and the King ; 
Nor Air, nor Earth, nor Skies, nor Seas 
Deny the Tribute of their Praiſe, 


To Him be ſacred all we have, 

From the young Cradle to the Grave; 
Our Lips ſhall His loud Wonders tell, 
And every Word a Miracle, 


This northern Ifle, our native Land, 
Lies ſafe in His almighty Hand; . 
Our Foes, of Victory dream in vain, 
And wear the captivating Chain, 
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He builds and guards the Britiſh Throne, 
And makes it gracious like His Own; 

Makes our ſucceſſive Princes kind, 

And gives our Dangers to the Wind. 


Then let our flaming Zeal employ 
Our loftieſt Praiſe, our warmeſt Joy; 
Britain pronounce, in-loudeſt Songs, 
Hoſanna from ten thouſand Tongues. 


Yer, mighty God, our feeble Frame 

Attempts in vain to reach Thy Name; 

The ſtrongeſt Notes, that Angels raiſe, 

Faint in the Worſhip and the Praiſe, W. 


HYMN CCCXLI. Common Meaſure. 
At the Eſtabliſimert of a Church, 


Pſal. 292. 


HE Lord in Sion plac'd His Throne, 
The Ark was ſettled there 
To Sion the whole Nation came 
To worſhip thrice a Year, 


But we have no ſuch Lengths to ga, 
Nor wander far abroad; 

Where'er the Saints aſſemble now, 
There is a Houſe for God, 


Ariſe, O King of Grace, ariſe, 

And enter to Thy Reſt ; | 

Lv, Thy Church waits, with longing Eyes, 
Thus to be own'd and bleſt. 

* 


— 
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T God of Jacob choſe the Hill 
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Enter wich all Thy gloribus Tra, MN H 
Thy Spirit and Thy Word * 1. t bt A 
All, that the Ark did once contain, har, Si 
Could no ſuch Grace afford, U 
Here, mighty God, accept our Vows, - i 
„Here let Thy Praiſe be ſpread; © 15 M. 
Bleſs the Proviſions of Thy Houſe, No 
And fill Thy Poor with Bread. Ma 
Here let the Son of David reign, The 
Let God's Anointed ſhine; | | Thi 
Juſtice and Truth, His Court maintain, The 
With Love and Power divine. 21 Ant 
Here let Him hold His laſting Throne, H 
And, as His Kingdom grows, 
Freſh Honors ſhall-adorn His Crown, 
And Shame confound His Foes. | W. 


HYMN CCCXLII, Long Meaſure. 


At the Ordination of a Miniſter. ' 
Plal. 132. 


Of Sion for His ancient Reſt; 
And Sion is His Dwelling ſtill! 
His Church is with His Preſence bleſt. 


Here will I fix my gracious Throne, 
And reign forever, faith the Lord, 

Here ſhall my Power and Grace be known, 
And Bleſſings ſtill attend my Word. 
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Here will I meet my humble Poor, 
And fill their Souls with living Bread; 
Sinners, that wait before My Door, 
With rich Proviſion ſhall be fed. 


Girded with Truth, and cloath'd with Grace 
My Prieſts, My Miniſters ſhall ſhine ; 

Not Aaron, in his coſtly Dreſs, - 

Made an Appearance fo divine. 


The Saints, unable to contain 

Their inward Joys, ſhall ſhout and fing ; 

The Son of David here ſhall reign, 

And Sion triumph in her King. W. 


HYMN CCCXLIIL Common Meaſure. 
y Watching for Souls, An Ordination Hymn, + 
; e Ky 
ET Sion's Watch-men all awake, 
And take the Alarm they give; 
low let them, from the Mouth of God, 
Their awful Charge receive, 1 K 


Iis not a Cauſe of ſmall Import, 

The Paſtor's: Care demands jj 
ut what might fill an Angei's Heart, 

And fill'd a Savior's Hands. N 


hey watch for Souls, for which the Lord 
Did heavenly Bliſs forego; 
or Souls, which muſt for ever live, 
In Raptures, or in _ _ 
9758 4 "2 
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All to the great Tribunal haſte, | 

Th' Account to render there; ; 
And ſhould'ſt Thou firitly mark our Faults, 

Lord, where ſhould we appear ! 


May they, that Jeſus Whom they preach, 


Their own Redeemer ſee, P. 

And watch Thou daily o'er their Souls, A 
That they may watch for Thee, | 

D Se 

To 

Foy 0 
HYMN CCCXLIV: - Long Meaſure. xc 
On opening a nem Place of Wor hip. Ret 


REAT God, Thy watchful Care we bleſs, PI 
Which guards our Synagogues in Peace; Peea 
Nor dare tumultuous Foes invade, 
To fill our Worſhippers with Dread. 


Theſe Walls we to Thy Honor raiſe, 

Long may they echo to Thy Praile ; 

And Thou, deſcending, fill the Place 
Wich choiceſt Tokens of Thy Grace. 


Here let the great Redeemer reign, 
Wich all the Graces of His Train; 

While Power divine His Word attends, 

To conquer Foes, and cheer His Friends. 


And in the great deciſive Day, 
When God the Nations ſhall ſurvey; 
May it before the World appear 
That Crouds were born to Glory here, 
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HYMN CCCXLV. Long Meaſure. 


A Church ſeeking Direftion from God, in the Choice of 
, : a P Hor. | 


QUEPHERD of Iſrael, bend Thine Ear, 
Thy Servant's Groans indulgent hear; 
Perplex'd, diſtreſs'd, to Thee we cry, | 
And ſeek the Guidance of Thine Eye. 


Send forth, O Lord, Thy Truth and Light, 
Toguide our doubtful Foot-ſteps right : 

Our drooping Hearts, O God, ſuſtain, 

' Yor let us ſeek Thy Face in vain, 


Return, in Ways of Peace, return, 
or let Thy Flock neglected mourn ; 
lay our bleſs'd Eyes a Shepherd ſee, 


els, 
e Dear to our Souls, and dear to Thee. 


cc; 


D. 
HY MN CCCXLVI. Short Meaſure, 


Goſpel Wor fi and Order. Pal. 48. 


HERE'ER Thy Name is known, 

The World declares Thy Praile ; 
hy Saints, O Lord, before Thy Throne, 
Their Songs of Honor raiſe, 


With Joy let Judah ſtand 
| On Sion's choſen Hill ; 
roclaim the Wonders of Thy Hand, 
And Counſels of Thy Will. 


Y3 
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Let Strangers walk aroun eg 

The City where we dwell ; 
Compaſs and view the holy Ground, 

And mark the Building” Well. 


The Orders of Thy Houſe, 

The Worſhip of Thy Court; 12 
The cheerful 8 the ſolemn Vows, | 

And make a fair Report. 


i 


How decent and how wile : 

How glorious to behold !' - - by; 
Beyond the Pomp that charms the Eyes, 

Or Rites adorn'd with Gold. 


'The God we. worſhip now, 

Will guide us till we die; | 
Will bes our God while here below, . 

And ours above the Sky. 11705 


HYMN CCCXLVII. Short Megfure. 


The Church the Honor and Safety of the Nation. 
Pſal. 48. 


REAT is the Lord our Gad, 
And let His Praiſe be great z 
He makes His Churches His Abode, 
His moſt delightful Seat. 


Theſe Temples of His Croce? 
How beautiful they Rand l 


1 


re. 
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The Honors of our native Place; 
And Bulwarks of our Land, + + 


In Sion God is known, 
A Refuge in Diſtreſs; * 

How bright has His Salvation ſhone 
Through all her Palaces ! 


When Kings yas rakes rent. 
And ſaw the Lord was there; 

In wild Confuſion of the Mind, 
They fled with trembling Fear. 


When Navies, tall and proud, 
Attempt to ſpoil, our Peace; 
He lends His Tempeſt, roaring laud, 

And finks them in the Seas, 


Oft have our Fathers told, 
Our Eyes have often ſeen; 

How well our God defends the Fold, 
Where His Own Sheep have been. 


In every new Diſtreſs, 
We'll to His Houſe repair ; 
We'll think upon His wonderous Grace, 
And ſeek Deliverance there, | 
HY M N CCCXLVIII. Common Meaſure. 


The Profperity of the Nationand 1 ncreaſe of the Church, 
Pſal. 67. | 
CANE, mighty God, on Britain ſhine 
With Beams of heavenly Grace ; 
Y 4 
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Reveal Thy Power through all her Coaſis, 
And ſhew Thy ſmiling Face. 


Amidſt our Iſle, exalted high, 
Do Thou our Glory ſtand; | 
And, like a Wall of 4 — Fire, 
Sutround the favorite Land. 


When ſhall Thy Name, from Shore to Shore, 
| Sound all the Earth abroad ; 
And diſtant Nations know, and have 
Their Savior and their God? 


Sing to the Lord, ye diſtant Lands, 
Sing loud with folemn Voice; 

While all our Tongues exalt His Praiſe, 
And all our Hearts rejoice, - 


He, the great Lord, the ſovereign Judge, 
That fits enthron'd above, 

Wiſely commands the Worlds He made, 
In Juſtice and in Love. 


Earth ſhall obey her Maker s Will, 
And yield a full Increaſe; 
Our God will crown His choſen Iſle 
With F ruitfulnels and Peace. 
Ji 


God Fo ns ſcatters ronnd 
His choiceſt Favors here ; 

While the Creation s utmoſt Bound © © 
Shall ſee, rejoice, and fear, 745 W. 
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HYMN CCCXLIX. | Short Meaſure. 


The Bleſſedneſi of Goſpel Times. Iſai, 5 2, &c. 


OW beauteous are their Feet, 
Who ſtand on Sion's Hill ! 
Who bring Salvation on their Tongues 
And Words of Peace reveal. 


How charming is their Voice ! 
How ſweet the Tidings are! 
Sion, behold thy Savior King, 
He reigns and triumphs here. 


How happy are our Eyes, 

That ſee this heavenly Light; 
Prophets and Kings defir'd it long, 

But dy'd without the Sight. 


How happy are our Ears, 
That hear this joyful Sound, 

Which Kings and Frophets waited for, 
And ſought, but never found! 


The Watchmen join their Voice, 
And ſweeteſt Notes employ; 

Jeruſalem breaks forth in Songs, 
And Deſerts learn the Joy. 


The Lord makes bare His Arm 

u. Wide through the Earth abroad; 
Let every Nation now behold 

Their Savior and their God. w 

F . 
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HY M N_ CCCL. Common Meaſure, 


Diftinguiſhing Grace, 


Acts 13- 26. 5 


ND why do our admiring Eyes, 
Theſe Goſpel-Glories ſee ? E 
And whence, may ig ba n reply, 
Salvation ſent to me? 1 


j s F 
4 


And doſt Thou, wad my. Heart . 
And ſhew my Sins ſorgiven; * 


And bear Thy Witneſs to my Part 
Amongſt the Heirs of Heaven? 


Amazing Love! 77 my Soul, 
And ſing the Savior's Name; 
And, while the great Salvation laſts, 
Its boundleſs Grace proclaim, _ Ws - 5 


H Y.MN- COCLI. Long luden. 


The 4 of the Goſpel. 


HIS is the Word of Truth and "wad 
Sent to the Nations from above; 
chovah here reſolves to-ſhew 


hat His almighty Grace can do. 


This Remedy did Wiſdom find 
To cure Diſeales of the Mind; | 
This ſovereign Balm, whole Virtues can 
Reſtore the ruin'd Creature, Man, 
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The Goſpel bids the Dead revive, 
Sinners obey the Voice, and live; . 
Dry Bones are rais'd and cloath'd afreſh, 
And Hearts of Stone are turn'd to Fleſh, 


Where Satan reign'd in Shades of Night, 
The Goſpel ſtrikes a heavenly Light; 

Our Luſts its wonderous Power contralls, 
And calms the Rage of angry Souls. 


Lions, and Beaſts of ſavage Name 

Put on the Nature of the Lamb; _ i 
While the vain World eſteems it range, 
Gaze and admire, and hate the Change, 


May but this Grace our Souls renew, 
Let Sinners gaze and hate us too; 
The Word, that faves us, doth engage 
A ſure Defence from all their Rage. 


HYMN. CCCLI. Long Meaſure. 


The Gofpet is the Power of God to Salvation, 


HAT ſhall the dying Sinner do, 
| That feeks Relief for all his Woe ? 
Where ſhall the guilty Confcience find 
Eaſe for the Torment of the Mind ? 


How ſhall we get our Crimes forgiven, 

Or form our Natures fit for Heaven ? 

Can Souls, all o'er defil'd with Sin, 

Make their own Powers and Paſſions clean 


. 
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In vain we ſearch, in vain we try, . 


Till Jeſus brings His Goſpel nigh; 
"Tis there that Power and Glory dwell, 
That ſave rebellious Souls from Hell. - 


This is the Pillar of our Hope,” 


That bears our fainting Spirits up; 
We read the Grace, we truſt the Word, 


And find Salvation in the Lord. 


Let Men, or Angels dig the Mines, 
Where Nature's golden 5 Treaſure mines; 
Brought near the Doctrine of the Croſs, 
All Nature's Gold appears but Droſs. 


Should vile Bla 8 with Diſdain, 


Pronounce the Truths of 7e/us vain, 
We'll meet the Scandal and the Shame, 


And ſing, and triumph in His Nam. 
5 W. S. 


HYMN CCCLIII / Long Meafure. 
9 to Cod for the Goſpel. 


Rus 0 my Soul, the living God, 
Call Home thy Thoughes | that rove abroad ; 


| Let all the Powers within me Join 
| In Work and Worſhip ſo divine. 


| Tis He, m 147 Soul, that ſent His Son, 
| Todie for Crimes which thou haſt done ; 


Let not the Wonders He hath wrought, 
Be loſt in Silence and forgot ! 


— 
| 


L 343 ] 


The Vices of the Mind He heals, 

And cures the Pains that Nature feels ; 
Redeems the Soul from Hell, and ſaves 
Our waſting Life from threatening Graves, 


Our Youth, decay'd, His Power repairs, - 
His Mercy crowns our growing Years ! 
He ſatisfies our Mouths with Good, 
And fills our Souls with heavenly Food. 


His Power He ſhew'd by Moes“ Hands, 
And gave to Jrael His Commands; 
But ſent His Truth and Mercy down 
To all the Nations by His Son. 


Let the whole Earth His Power confeſs, 
Let the whole Earth adore His Grace; 
The Gentile with the Zew ſhall join 
In Work and Worſhip ſo divine. | 
" W. 
HYMN CCCLIV. Common Meaſure. 
4 Rational Defence of the Goſpel. 


Cf ALL Athafts dare inſult the Croſs . 
Of our incarnate God ? 
Shall Infidels revile His Truth, 

And trample on His Blood ? 


What if He chooſe myſterious Ways 
To cleanſe us from our Faults ? | 

May not the Works of ſovereign Grace 
Tranſcend our feeble Thoughts ? 
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What if His Goſpel bids us ftrive 
With Fleſh, and Self, and Sin ? 


The Prize is moſt divinely bright, 
That we are call'd to win, © 


What if the Men, deſpis'd on Earth, 
Still of His Grace partake? 

This but confirms His Truth the more, 
For ſo the Prophets ſpake. 


Do ſome, that own this farred Truth, 
Indulge their Souls in Sin'? ' 
None ſhould reproach the Savio s Name, 

His Laws are pure and clean. 


Then let our Faith be firm and ſtrong, 

Our Lips profeſs His Word; 
Nor ever ſhuti thoſe holy Men, 3 
Who fear and love the Lord. W. 


. HYMN CCCLV. Long Meaſure. 


The Waters of the Sanctuary. 
Ezek. 47.7 —12. 
6 Source of Being and of Love, 
Thou watereſt all the Worlds above, 


And all the Joys, which Mortals know, 
From Thine exhauſtlels Fountain flow. 


A ſacred Spring, at Thy Command, 
From Sion's Mount, in Canaan's Land, 
Beſide Thy Temple, cleaves the Ground, 
And pours its limpid Stream around, | 
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f 
The limpid Stream, with ſudden Force, | 


Swells to a River in its Courle ; 


Through Deſert Realms its Windings play, 
And ſcatter Bleflings all the Way. 


Cloſe by its Banks, in Order fair, 
The blooming Trees of Liſe appear; : 
Their Bloſſoms fragrant Odors give, 


And on their Frutt the Nations live. 


To the dead Sea the Waters vida | 
And carry Healing as they | y 


Its poiſonous Dregs theit oWer confeſs, 
And all its Shores the Fountain bleſs. 


Flow, wonderous Stream, wi 5 crown'd 
Flow on to Earth's remoteſt Bound; 

And bear us, on thy gentle Wave, 

To Him, who all thy Virtues gave, 


Ds 


HYMN CCCLVI. Common Megſure. 


The Advancement of Chriſt's Kingdom deſired. 


Overxz:cy of Heaven, Thine Empire a 
O'er all the Worlds on high; 
And at Thy Frown'th” infernal Powers 
In wild Confulion fly, 


Like Lightening, from his glitte Throne 
The great Arch-Traitor fell ; "y f 
Driven, with tremendous Ruin, down 
To Infamy and Hell, 
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Permitted now to range at large, 
And traverſe Earth and Air, 
O'er ſinful Souls the Tyrant reigns, 
And boaſts his Kingdom there, 


Yet thence Thy Grace can drive him out, 
With one almighty Word; 

O ſend the ſovereign Mandate forth, 
And reign victorious, Lord. 


Let wretched Priſoners be releas'd, 
The ſmiling Light to view; 

Nor let the vanquiſh'd Foe return 
Their Bondage to renew. 


— — — 3 


May Grace compleat that wonde rous Work, 
Which Thy Own, Power begun; | 
And fill, from Satan's gloomy Realms, 
The Kingdom of Thy Son. | D. 


HY MN CCCLVII. Long Meaſure. 


The Glory and Succeſs of the Goſpel. Plal. 19. 
HE Heavens declare Thy Glory, Lord, * 
In "ay Star Thy Wiſdom, ſhines : 
But, in the Volume of Thy Word, 
We read Thy Name in fairer Lines. 


Sun, Moon, and Stars convey Thy Praile 

Round the whole Earth, and never ſtand; - and 
So, when Thy Truth began its Race, ng 
| It touch'd — glanc'd on every Land. 
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Nor ſhall Thy n teſt, 

Till through the Earth Thy Truth has run; 
Till Chriſt has all the Nations bleſt, 

That ſee the Light or feel the Sun. 


Great Sun of Righteouſneſs, ariſe, 

Bleſs the dark World with heavenly Light; 
Thy Goſpel makes the Simple wiſe, 

Thy Laws are pure, Thy Judgtnents right, 


Thy nobleſt Wotiders here we view, 

In Souls renew'd and Sins forgiven ; 

Lord, cleanſe our Sins, our Souls renew, 
And make Thy Word our Guide to Heaven. 


HYMN CCCLVIII, Peculiar Meaſure. 
* 
>, e Increafing Glory and Perpetuity of the Meſfrah's 


ingdom. 


LL hail, incarnate God; 


The wondetous Things foretold 
Of Thee in ſacred Writ, | 

With Joy our Eyes behold, 

Still does Thine Arm new Trophies wear, 
And Monuments of Glory rear, 


To Thee the hoary Head 

Its ſilver Honors pays, 

To Thee the blooming Youth 

Devotes his brighteſt Da 8. 

nd every Age their Tribute bring, 

ind bow to Thee, all-conqueting King. 
2. 


348 J 


O haſte, victorious Prince, 
That happy glorious Day, 
When Souls, like Drops of Dew, 
Shall own lhy gentle Sway. 
Oh may it bleſs our longing Eyes, 
And bear our Shouts beyond the Skies, 


All hail, triumphant Lord, 
Eternal be Thy ma, ; 
Behold the Nations ſue 
To wear Thy gentle Chain, 
When Earth and Time are known no more, 
Thy Throne ſhall ſtand for ever ſure, 
8. 


HYMN CcCLIX. Peculiar Meaſure. 


e 


The Glory of the Church in tha latter Day. 
| Iſai, 60. 1. 


Sion, tune thy Voice, 
And raiſe thy Hands on high, 
Tell all the Earth thy Joys, 
And boaſt Salvation nigh. | 
| Cheerſul, to God 
Ariſe and ſhine, 
While Rays divine 
Stream all abroad, 


He gilds thy mourning Face 
With Beams that cannot fade ; 
His all-reſplendent Grace 

He pours around thy Head; 
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The Nations round 
Thy Form ſhall view, 
With Luſtre new, 


Divinely crown'd. 


In Honor to His Name, 

Reflect that ſacred Light; 

And loud that Grace proclaim, 

Which makes thy Darkneſs bright. 
Purſue His Praiſe, 


Till ſovereign Love 
" In Worlds above 

The Glory raiſe. 
There on His holy Hill, 


A brighter Sun ſhall riſe, 
And with His Radiance fill 
Thoſe fairer purer Skies ; 
While round His Throne, 
Ten thouſand Stars 
In nobler Spheres 
His Influence own, 


HYMN CCCLX. Short Meaſure. 
Chriſtian Love. 
Gal. 3· 28. 
ET Party Names no more 


The Chriſtian World o'erſpread; 


entile and Jew, and Bond and Free, 
Are ONg in Chrill their Head. 
. 
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Among the Saints on Earth, 
Loet mutual Love be found; 


Heirs of the ſame Inheritance, 
With mutual Bleſſings crown'd. 


Let Envy, Child of Hell! 

Be baniſh'd far away; 

Thoſe ſhould in ſtricteſt Friendſhip dwell, 
Who the ſame Lord obey . 


Thus will the Church below 
Reſemble that above, 

Where Streams of Pleaſure ever flow, 
And every Heart is Love. 


.HYMN CGCLXI, Common Meaſure, 


To 

| N Be 

3 Wi 

3 Vit 

01 

L what an entertaining Sight, Mori 

| Are Brethren that agree; Our 

' Brethren, whoſe cheerful Hearts unite Be ta 
In Bands of Piety ! 

ma 

While Streams of Love, from Chriſt the Sprinſhe j 

Deſcend to every Soul, hilt 


And heavenly Peace, with balmy Wing, 
. Perfumes and ſhades the Whole, 


0 joi 
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Thus Angels on the heavenly Hills, 

22. are bleſs d above; 

00S like Morning Dew diſtills, 
And all the Air is Love. 


W. 
HYMN CCCLXII. Long Meaſure, 


Gen, 18, 19s 


3 of all, Thy Care we bleſs, - 
. B. Which crowns our Families with Peace 


From Thee they ſpring, and, by Thy Hand, 
They have been, God are ſtill ſuſtain'd, 


To God, moſt worthy to be rais'd, 
Be our domeſtic Altars rais'd ; 


Who, Lord of Heaven, ſcorns not to dwell 
With Saints in their obſcureſt Cell. 


o Thee may each united Houſe, 

Morning and Night, preſent its Vows ; 
Dur Servants there, and riſing Race 

Be taught Thy Precepts, and Thy Grace. 


may each future Age proclaim 
SprinW he Honors of Thy glorious Name; 


hile pleas'd and thankful, we remove 
o join the Family above. 


D. 
2.8 


ee —äU64ö' —d — === 
. 


* 
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H Y M N CCCLXIII common Meafure. 


Religious Education of Children. 
Pſal. 7 ' 
ET Children learn the mighty Deeds, 
Which God perform'd of old ; | 
Which in our younger Years we ſaw, 
And which our Fathers told. 
He bids us make His Glories known, 
His Works of Power and Grace; V 
And we'll convey His Wonders down 
Through every riſing Race. N 
Our Lips ſhall tell them to our Sons, 
And they again to theirs; | Ay 
That Generations, yet unborn, 
May teach them to their Heirs. He 


Thus ſhall they learn in God alone, 
Their Hope ſecurely ſtands, 

That They may ſtill record His Works, 
And practiſe His Commands. W. * 


HYMN CCCLXIV. Common Meaſure, 
The Young encouraged to ſeek and love Chriſt. In 


Prov, 8, 17. deek 


8 Hearts with youthful Vigor warm, 
In ſmiling Crouds draw near, 


nd 
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And turn from every earthly Charm, 
A Savior's Voice to hear. 


He, Lord of all the Worlds on high, 
Stoops to converſe with you; 

And lays His radiant Glories by, 
Your Friendſhip to purſue. 


& The Soul that longs to ſee My Face, 
© Is ſure My Love to gain; 

And thoſe, that early ſeek My Grace, 
“Shall never ſeek in vain,” 


What Object, Lord, our Souls ſhould move, 
If once compar'd with Thee ? 

What Beauty ſhould command our Love, 
Like what in Chriſt we lee P 


Away, ye falſe deluſive Toys, 
Vain Tempters of the Mind! 
Here will we fix our laſting Choice, 
For here true Bliſs we find. | 


D. 


wh HYMN CCCLXV. Long Meafure. 
Religious Retirement. 
Pal. 4A» 4 
J ETURN, my roving Heart, return, 
And chaſe theſe ſhadowy Forms no more; 


deek out ſome Solitude to mourn, 


ind thy forſaken God implore. 
2 4 


re. 


ft 
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Oh Thou, my God, whoſe piercing Eye, 
Diſtinctly marks each deep Receſs; 

In theſe ſequeſter'd Hours draw nigh, 
And with Thy Preſence fill the Place. 


Through all the Windings of my Heart, 

My Search let heavenly Wiſdom guide; 

And ſtill its radiant Beams impart, 

Till all be ſearch'd, and purify'd. ' 


Then, with the Viſits of Thy Love, 
Vouchfafe my inmoſt Soul to cheer ; 
Till every Grace ſhall join to prove 
That God hath fix'd His Dwelling there, 


HYMN CCCLXVI. Long Meafure. 


Self- Reflection. 


Lord, how oft do I tranſgreſs 
Againſt Thy Law, againſt Thy Grace“ 
Sins, with amazing Guilt ariſe, 


Diſtreſs my Soul, and pain my Eyes. 


Wretch that I am, thus to offend 

My deareſt Lord, my kindeſt Friend; 
Whole Favor is my Life my Joy, 
Whoſe Anger would my Peace deſtroy. 


Great God, who always art the ſame, 
Mercy is Thy prevailing Name; 

With Grief and Shame, my Guilt I own, 
And fly to Thee through Chriſt alone. 


D. 


„„ 
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Tunoug h Him, do Thou my Peace reſtore, 
Hel = to love and ſerve Thee more; 
And let Thy Grace ſufficient be 

To guard and lead my Soul to Thee ! I, D. 


HYMN CCCLXVII, Long Meaſure, 


Self-Examination. Lam, 3. 40. 


A piercing i, e, O God, ſurveys y 
The various Windings of our Ways; 
Teach us their Tendency to know, 


And try the Paths in which we go, 


0. How wild, how cracked have they been! 


A Maze of Fooliſhneis and Sin! 
With all the Light we yainly boaſt, 


Leaving our Guide, our Souls are loſt. 


O turn us back to Thee again, 
Or we ſhall {earch our Ways in vain; 
Shine, and the Path of Life reveal, 
r And lead us up to Sion's Hill. D. 


HYMN CCCLXVII. Long Meafure, 
Self-Expmination, Gal, 4. 19, 20. 


\ \ } HAT ſtrange Perplexities ariſe ? 
| What anxious Fears and Jealouſies ? 


What Crouds in doubtful Light appeer P 
How few, alas, approv'd and clear! 
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And what am ID - My Soul, awake, 
And an impartial Survey take: 

Does no dark Sign no Ground of Fear, 
In Practice or in Heart appcar ? 


What Image does my Spirit bear? 

Is Jeſus form'd, and living there? 

Say, do His Lineaments divine | 

In Thought and Word, and Action ſhine? 


\ Searcher of Hearts, O ſearch me ſtill; 
The Secrets of my Soul reveal; 

My Fears remove; let me appear- 

To God, and my own Conſcience clear. 


Scatter the Clouds, that o'er my Head 
Thick Glooms of dubious Terrors ſpread ;. 
Lead me into celeſtial Day, 
And, to myſelf, MysELr diſplay. 


May I at that bleſs'd World arrive, 

Where Chriſt through all my Soul ſhall live, 
And give full Proof that He is there, | 
Without one gloomy Doubt or Fear. 8. D. 


HYMN CCELXIX. Long Meaſure. 


The Sinner will be found wanting, Dan. g. 27. 


AISE, thoughtleſs Sinner, raiſe thine Eye; 
Behold the Balance litted high ; 
There ſhall God's Juſtice be diſplay d, 
And there thy Hope and Life be weigh'd. 


th. ld 
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See, in one Scale, His perfect Law, 

Mark, with what Force its Precepts draw; 
Wouldſt thou the awful Teſt ſuſtain, 
Thy Works how light, thy Thoughts how vain! 


Behold ! the Hand of God appears 
To trace theſe dreadful Characters; 
& Teket, thy Soul is wanting found, 
« And Wrath ſhall ſmite thee to the Ground.” 


Let ſudden Fear thy Nerves unbrace; 
Confuſion wild o'erſpread thy Face; 
Through all Thy Thoughts let Anguiſh roll, 
And deep Repentance melt thy Soul, 


One only Hope may yet prevail; 

Chriſt, in thy Favor, turns the Scale; 
Still doth the Goſpel publiſh Peace, 

And ſhew a Savior's 1 ghteouſneſs. 


Jeſus, exert Thy Power to ſave, | 
Deep on this Heart Thy Truth engrave; 
Great God, the Load of Guilt remove, 


That trembling Lips may ſing Thy Love, D. 
HYMN CCCLXX. Long Meaſure, 


A Baptiſmal Hymn. 


| 1 great Redeemer we adore, 
Who came the Loſt to ſeek and ſave; 
Went humbly down, from Jordan's Shore, 
To find a Tomb beneath the Wave. 
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« Thus it becomes us to fulfil 

& All Righteouſneſs ;* He meekly faid 3 
Why ſhould we then to do His Will, 
Or be aſham'd, or be afraid? 


With Thee into Thy watery Tomb, 

Lord, *tis our Glory to deſcend ; 

Tis wonderous Grace that gives us Room, 
To lie inter'd by ſuch a Friend! 


But a much more tempeſtuous Flood 
O'erwhelm'd Thy Body and Thy Soul ; 

That plung'd in Tears, and Sweat, and Blood, 
And over This black Terrors roll. 


Yet as the yielding Waves give Way, 

To let us ſee the Light again ; 

So, on Thy . ee Day, 

The Bands of Death prov'd weak and vain. 


Thus, when Thou ſhalt again appear 
The Gates of Death ſhall open wide, 
Our Duſt Thy powerful Voice ſhall hear, 
Shall riſe and triumph at Thy Side. 


Theſe now vile Bodies then ſhall wear 
A glorious Form, reſembling Thine ; 
To be diſſolv'd no more ſhall fear, 

But with immortal Beauty ſhine, 


I. S. 


410 ROCLAIM,” faith Chriſt, © my wonderous 
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HYMN -CCCLXXI. Common Meaſure. 


A Baptiſmal Hymn. 


© To all the Sons of Men; (Grace 
He that believes, and is baptiz'd 
„Salvation ſhall obtain.“ 


Let plenteous Grace deſcend on thoſe, 
Who, hoping in Thy Word, 

This Day have 2 declat*d 
That J7eſus is their Lord, 


With cheerful Feet, may they go on, 
And run the Chriſtian Race; 

And, in the Troubles of the Way, 
Find all- ſufficient Grace, N, 


HYMN CCCLXXII. Common Meaſure. 


A Practical Improvement of Baptiſm, Col. g. 1. 


| A TTEND, ye Children of your God; 
Ye Heirs of Glory hear; 
For Accents, ſo divine as theſe, 
Might charm the dulleſt Ear. 


Baptiz'd into your Savior's Death, 
Your Souls to Sin muſt die; 

With Chriſt your Lord ye live anew, 
With Chriſt aſcend on high. 
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There by His Father's Side He ſits, 


Enthron'd divinely fair; 
Yet owns H imſelf your Brother ſtill, 
And your Forerunner there. 


Riſe from theſe earthly Trifles, riſe , 
On Wings of Faith and Love; 

Your choiceſt, brighteſt Treaſure lies, 
And be your Hearts, above, 


But Earth and Sin will drag us down, 
When we attempt to fly 
Lord, ſend Thy ſtrong attractive Force 
To raiſe and fix us high, D, 


HYMN CCCLXXIII. Long Meaſure. 
Tue Increaſe of the Church. 


8 HOUT, for the bleſſed Jeſus reigns, 
Through diſtant Lands His Triumphs ſpread; 
And Sinners, freed from endleſs Pains, 
Own Him their Savior and their Head, 


His Sons and Daughters, from afar, 
Daily at Sion's Gates arrive ; 
Thoſe who were dead in Sin before, 
By ſovereign Grace are made alive, 


Oppreſſors bow beneath His Feet, 
O'ercome by His victorious Power; 
Princes in humble Poſture wait, 

And proud Blaſphemers learn t'adore. 
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Gentiles and Jews His Laws obey, 
N-(.ons remote their Offerings bring, 
And, unconſtrain'd, their Homage pay 
To their exalted God and King. 


O may His Conqueſts ſlill increaſe, 
And every Foe His Power ſubdue; 
While Ange's celebrate His Praiſe, 
And Saints His growing Glories ſhew. 


Loud Hallelujahs to the Lamb, 
From all below and all above; 
In lofty Songs exalt His Name, 


In Songs, as laſting as His Love. B. B, 


HYMN CCCLXXIV. Common Meaſure. 
Aſting the Way to Sion. 
Jer. 50. 5. 


NQUIRE, ye Pilgrims, for the Way 
1 hat leads to Sion's Hill, 
And thither ſet your ſteady Face, 
With a determin'd Will, 


Invite the Strangers all around 
Your pious March to join; 

And ſpread the Sentiments, you feel, 
Of Faith and Love divine, 


O come, and to His Temple haſte, 
And ſeek His Favor there; 

Before His Footſtool humbly bow, 
And pour your fervent Prayer ! 
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O come, and join your Souls to God 

In everlaſting Bands, | 
And ſeize the Bleſſings, He beſtows, * 
With thankful Hearts and Hands. D. 


HYMN CccLXXV. Common Meaſure. 
The Highway to Sion. 
Iſa. 35. 8, 9, 10. 


ING, ye Redeemed of the Lord, 
: Your great Deliverer ſing ; 

Pilgrims, for Sion's City bound, 
Be joyful in your King. 


See the fair Way His Hand hath rais'd ; 
How holy, and how plain ! 

Nor ſhall the ſimpleſt Travellers err, 
Nor aſk the Way in vain, 


No ravening Lion ſhall deſtroy, 
Nor lurking Serpent wound : 
Pleaſure and Safety, Peace and Praiſe, 
Through all the Path are found. 


A Hand divine ſhall lead you on 
Through all the bliſsful Road; 

Till to the ſacred Mount you tiſe, 
And ſee your ſmiling God. 


There Garlands of immortal Joy 
Shall bloom on every Head, 
While Sorrow, Sighing and Diſtreſs, 

Like Shadows, all are fled, 
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March then in your Redeemer's Strength, 
Purſue His Footſteps till ; 

And let the Proſpect cheer your Hearts, 
While travelling up the fill, D. 


HYMN CCCLXXVI. Long Meaſure. 
Rejoicing in our Covenant with God, 
2 Chron. 15. 15. 


Happy Day, that fix'd my Choice 
0 On Thee my Savior, and my God! 
Well may this glowing Heart rejoice, | 
And tell its Raptures all abroad, 


O happy Bond, Mat ſeals our Vows 
To Him who merits all our Love ! 
Let cheerful Anthems fill His Houſe, 
While to that ſacred Shrine we move. 


'Tis done; the great Tranſaction's done; 
am my Lord's, and He is mine; 

He drew me, and I follow'd on, 

Cnarm'd to confeſs the Voice divine. 


Now reſt my long divided Heart, 

Fix'd on this bliſsful Centre, reſt ; 

With Aſhes who would grudge to part, 
When call'd on Angels Bad to feaſt? 


High Heaven, that heard the ſolemn Vow, 
hat Vow renew'd ſhall daily hear; 
Lill in Life's lateſt Hour we bow, 
\nd bleſs in Death a Bond fo dear. D. 
A a 
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HYMN CCCLEXXVII. ' Short Meaſure. 
Rejoicing in the Ways of God. 
Pſa), 198. f. 


OW let our Voices join 
To form a ſacred Song ; 
Ve Pilgrims, in Jehovah's Ways, 
With Muſic paſs along. 


| How ſtrait the Path appears, 
How open and how fair ! 
No lurking Gins t'entrap our Feet; N 


No fierce Deſtroyer there. 5 
But Flowers of Paradiſe 1 
In rich Profuſion ſpring ; 

The Sun of Glory gilds the Path, A 
And dear Companions ſing, T 
0 
See Salem's golden Spires Te 

In beauteous ProſpeR riſe; 
And brighter Crowns than Mortals wear, 'T 


Which ſparkle through the Skies. 


All Honor to His Name, 
Who marks the ſhining Way ; 

To Him, who leads the Wanderers on 
To Realms of endleſs Day. 


D. 
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HYMN CCCLXXVIII. Long Mcafure. 
A Sacramental Hymn, 


ESUS, our kind aſcended Lord, 
Invites His Saints around His Board ; 
With generous Wines, with living Bread, 
Echold the Table richly ſpread ! 


His Feaſt is with His Preſence. crown'd, 
He ſmiles, and Joy diffuſes round ; 
Here every hunible Gueſt ſhall prove 
The nobleſt Products of His Love. 


His Blood, a ſacred Fountain ſlows 

To cleanſe our Guilt, to heal our Woes: 
While the good Spirit Grace 1mparts 

To renovate and cheer our Hearts. 


All hail, Thou dear incarnate God, 

Thine Honors we'll proclaim abroad ; 

Our Hearts, our Lips, our Lives ſhall join 

To celebrate Thy Praiſe divine, 8. 


HYMN CCCLXXIX, Common Meaſure. 


A Sacramental Hymn. 


ESUS! O Word divinely ſweet ! 
3 How charming is the Sound! 
What joyful News! what heavenly Senſe 
In that dear Name is found! 
A a 2 


. A m) w. — — 
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Our Souls, all guilty, and condemn'd, 
In hopeleſs Fetters lay 

Our Souls, with numerous Sins deprav'd, 
To Death and Hell a Prey. 


Jeſus, to purge away this Guilt 
A willing Victim fell, 

And on His Croſs triumphant broke | 
The Bands of Death and Hell. 


Our Foes were mighty to deſtroy ; 
He mighty was to ſave ; | 
He dy'd, but could not long be held 
A Priſoner in the Grave, 4 


Jeſus! who mighty art to ſave, 
Still puſh Thy Conqueſts on ; 
Extend the Triumphs of Thy Croſs, 
Where'er the Sun has ſhone, 


O Captain of Salvation! make 

Thy Power and Mercy known; | 
Till Crouds of willing Converts come 0, 

And worſhip at Thy Throne, J. S. 
HYMN CCCLXXX. Long Meaſure, I" 
Ea 
A Sacramental Hymn, 
12 we commemorate the Day, f Gra 
On which our deareſt Lord was ſlain; 1 
Thus we our pious Homage pay, No 


Till Fe appeats on Earth again, C 
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Come, great Redeemer, open wide 
The Curtains of the parting Sky; 
On a bright Cloud in Triumph ride, 
And on the Wind's ſwift Pinions fly. 


Come, King of Kings, with Thy bright Train, 
Cherubs and Seraphs, heavenly Hoſts; 

Aſſume Thy Right, enlarge Thy Reign 

As far as Earth extends her Coaſts. 0 


Come, Lord, and where Thy Croſs once flood, 
There plant Thy Banner, fix Thy Throne ; 
Subdue the Rebels by Thy Word, 

And claim the Nations for Thy Own. 


J. S. 
HYMN CCCLXXXI. Common Meaſure. 


The Azonies of Chriſt, 


Ne let our Pains be all forgot, 

Our Hearts no more repine; 

Our Sufferings are nit worth a Thought, 
When, Lord, compar'd to Thine, 


In lively Figures here we lee 
The bleeding Prince of Love; 
Each of us hopes, He dy'd for me, 
And then our Griefs remove, 


2 


Grace, Wiſdom, Juſtice, Join'd, and wrought 
The Wonders J that Day 


No mortal Ton nor mt Thought 
Can equal T Tb ks 725 
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Our Songs ſhould ſound like thoſe above, 


Could we our Voices raiſe; 
Vet, Lord, our Hearts ſhall all be Love, 
And all our Lives be Praiſe. 


W. 
HYMN cccLxxxII. Common Meaſure. 
Pardon by the Death of Chriſt. 


HOY condeſcending, and how kind 
Was God's eternal Son! 
Our Miſery reach'd His heavenly Mind, 

And Pity brought Him down. | 


When Juſtice, by our Sins provok'd, 

Drew forth its awful Sword, (i 
He gave His Soul up to the Stroke 

Without a murmunng Word: 


H 
He ſunk beneath our heavy Woes, 
To raiſe us to His Thrond;: Fo 
There's not a Gift His Hang beſtows, 
But Colt His Heart a Groan, 


This was Compaſſion like a God, 
That when the Savior knew | 

The Price of Pardon was His Blood, 
His Pity ne'er withdrew, 


Here we receive repeated Seals 
Of Jeſus' dying Love; 

Hard 1s the Wretch that never feels 
One ſoft Affection move! 
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Here let our Hearts begin to melt, 
While we His Death record; 
And, with our Joy for pardon'd Guilt, 
Mourn that we pierc'd the Lord. W. 


H Y M N CCCLXXXII. Common Meaſure, 
The Wonders of Redemption. 


AY D did the Holy and the Juſt, 

The Sovereign of the Skies, 

Stoop down to Wretchedneſs and Duſt, | 
That guilty Worms might rile ? 


Yes, the Redeemer left His Throne, 
His radiant Throne on high, 


(Surprizing Mercy ! Love unknown!) 
To ſuffer, bleed and die. 


He took the dying Traitor's Place, 
And ſufferd in his Stead; 

For Man, (O Miracle of Grace!) 
For Man the Savior bled! 


Dear Lord, what heavenly Wonders dwell 
In Thy atoning Blood ? 

By this are Sinners ſnatch'd from Hell, 
And Rebels brought to God. 


Jeſus, my Soul, adoring, bends 
To Love fo full. fo free; 
And may I hope that Love extends. 
Its ſacred Power to meP 
Aa 4 
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What glad Return can I impart 


For Favors ſo divine ? 
O take my All, -this worthleſs Heart, 
And make it only Thine. | ＋T. 


HYMN CCCLXXXIV. Common Meaſure: 
Room at the Goſpel-Feaft. 


Luke 1 4. 22. 


Sf ih King of Heaven His Table ſpreads, 

And Dainties crown the Board ; | 
Not Paradiſe, with all its Joys, x 
Could ſuch Delight afford. 


Pardon and Peace to dying Men, ] 
And endleſs Life are given; 

And the rich Blood that Jeſus ſhed E 
To raiſe the Soul to Heaven. 

Ye hungry Poor, that long have ſtray'd, V 

- In Sin's dark Mazes, come ; 

Come, from your moſt obſcure Retreats, E 
And Grace ſhall find you Room, 

Millions of Souls, in Glory now, V 
Were fed, and feaſted here; 

And Millions more, ſtill on the Way, V 
Around the Board appear. | 

Yet is His Houſe and Heart fo large, T 
That Millions more may come, | 

Nor could the whole aſſembled World El; 
O'er-fill the ſpacious Room, | a 


2 


All Things are ready, come away, 
Nor weak Excuſes frame: 

Croud to your Places at the Feaſt, 
And bleſs the Founder's Name, 


HYMN CCCLXXXV, Common Meaſure. 


An Invitation to the Gofpel- Feaſt. 
Luke 14. 17—22, 23. 


He ſweet and awful is the Place, 
With Chriſt within the Doors; 

While His redeeming Love diſplays 
The choiceſt of its Stores! 


Here every Bowel of our God 
With ſoft Compaſſion rolls; 


Here Peace and Pardon, bought with Blood, 
Are Food for dy ing Souls. 


While all our Hearts, and all our Songs 
Join to admire the Feaſt ; | 

Each of us cry, with thankful Tongues, 
Lord, why was I a Gueſt ? 


Why was I made to hear Thy Voice, 
And enter while there's Room; 

While Thouſands make a wretched Choice, 
And rather ſtarve than come ? 


Twas the ſame Love that ſpread the Feaſt, 
That (weetly forc'd us in; 

Elſe we had till refus'd to taſte, 

And periſh'd in our-Sin, 
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Pity the Nations, O our God! 
Conſtrain the Earth to come; 
Send Thy victorious Word abroad, 

And bring the Strangers Home. 


We long to ſee Thy Churches full, 
That all Thy choſen Race 

May, with one Voice, and Heart, and Soul 
Sing Thy redeeming Grace, W. 


HYMN CCCLXXXVI. Common Meaſure. 


Grace and Glory in the Perſon of Chriſt. 


HILST we ſurround this ſacred Board, 
We'll raife our tuneful Breath ; 
Faith ſhall behold her dying Lord, 
And doom our Sins to Death, 


We ſee the Blood of Jeſus ſhed, 

Whence all our Pardons riſe ; | 

The Sinner views th* Atonement made, 
And loves the Sacrifice, 


Thy cruel Thorns, Thy ſhameful Crofs 
Procure us heavenly Crowns; 

Our higheſt Gain ſprings from Thy Loſs, 
Our Healing from Thy Wounds. 


Oh! 'tis impoſſible that we, 
Who dwell in feeble Clay, 
Should equal Sufferings bear for Thee, 


Or equal Thanks repay, | W. 


* 
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HY M N. CCCLXXXVII. Long Meaſure. 


Communion with Chriſt at His Table, 


"TO Jeſus our exalted Lord, 
(Dear Name, by Heaven and Earth ador'd f) 
Fain would our Hearts, and Voices raiſe 


A cheerful Song of facred Praiſe. 


But all the Notes which Mortals know, 
Are weak and languiſhing and low : 

Far, far above our humble Songs, 

The Theme demands immortal Tongues, 


Yet while around His Board we meet, 
And humbly worſhip at His Feet: 

O let our warm Affections move 

In glad Returns of grateful Love! 


Yes, Lord, we love and we adore, 

But long to know, and love Thee more; 
And, while we taſte the Bread and Wine, 
Deſire to feed on Joys divine. 


Let Faith our feeble Senſes aid, 

To ſee Thy wonderous Love diſplay'd, 
Thy broken Fleſh, Thy bleeding Veins, 
Thy dreadful agonizing Pains, 


Let humble penitential Woe, 

With painſul, pleaſing Anguiſh, flow; 

And Thy forgiving Smiles impart 

Life, Hope, and Joy to every Heart. T, 
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* 


HYMN CCCLXXXVIII. Common Meaſure. 
Praiſe to the Redeemer, 


O our Redeemer's glorious Name, 


Awake the ſacred Song : 
O may His Love (immortal Flame!) 0 
Tune every Heart and Tongue. 0 
His Love, what mortal Thought can reach? T 
What mortal Tongue diſplay ? 
Imagination's utmoſt Stretch B. 
In Wonder dies away. 5 
n 
Let Wonder ſtill with Love unite, * 
And Gratitude and Joy ; 
Jeſus be our ſupreme Delight, 1. 
His Praiſe our beſt Employ. Ac 
Ne 
Jeſus who left His Throne on high, Ne 
Left the bright Realms of Bliſs 
And came to Earth to bleed and die Ye 
Was ever Love like this! Co 
| 0, 
Dear Lord, while we adoring pay "5 
Our humble Thanks to Thee ; 
May every Heart with Rapture ſay, He 
The Savior dy'd for me. In 
O may the ſweet, the bliſsful Theme * 


Fill every Heart and Tongue; 
Till Strangers love Thy charming Name, 
And join the ſacred Song. 


1, 
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HYMN CCCLXXXIX. Long Meaſure, 
Mortality. 
Job 7. 8. 


OVEREIGN of Life, before Thine Eye, 
Lo! mortal Men by Thouſands die! 
One Glance from Thee, at once, brings down 
The proudeſt Brow, that wears a Crown. 


Baniſh'd at once from human Sight, 

To the dark Grave's unchanging Night, 
Impriſon'd in that duſty Bed, 

We hide our ſolitary Head. 


The friendly Band no more ſhall greet, 
Accents familiar once, and ſweet; 

No more the well-known Features trace, 
No more renew the fond Embrace. 


Yet if our Father's faithful Hand 
Conduct us through this gloomy Land; 
Our Souls with Pleaſure ſhall obey, 
And follow where He leads the Way. ; 
He, nobler Friends than here we leave, 
In brighter ſurer Worlds can give ; 
Or, by the Beamings of His Eye, 
\ loſt Creation well ſupply. 


1, 
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HYMN CCCXC. Common Meaſure. 


A Funeral Hymn. 
HY do we mourn departed Friends, 1 
Or ſhake at Death's Alarms ? 

*Tis but the Voice, that Jeſus ſends 2 
To call them to His Arms, 

Why ſhould we tremble to convey B 
Their Bodies to the Tomb ? 

There the dear Fleſh of Jeſus lay, A 
And left a long Perfume, 

The Graves of all the Saints He bleſt, H 
And ſoften'd every Bed; 

Where ſhould the dying Members reſt, A 


But with the dying Head ? 
Thence He aroſe and burſt the Chain, 


To ſhew our Feet the Way, | Te 
From Shades, where Death and Darkneſs reign, ( 
To Realms of endleſs Day, M. 


Then let the laſt loud Trumpet ſound, 
And bid His Kindred riſe; | 

Awake, ye Nations under Ground, ; / 

Ye Saints, aſcend the Skies, Ho 
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HY MN CCCXCI. Common Meaſure. 
A Funeral Hymn. 


HILE to the Grave our Friends are borne, 
Around their cold Remains, 

How all the tender Paſſions mourn, 
And each fond Hearc complains ! 


But down to Earth, alas, in vain 
We bend our weeping Eyes; 

Ah ! let us leave theſe Seats of Pain, 
And upward learn to riſe, 


Hope cheerful ſmiles amid the Gloom, 
And beams a healing Ray; 

And guides us from the darkſome Tomb, 
To Realms of endleſs Day. 


jeſus, who left His bleſt Abode, 
(Amazing Grace !) to die, o 
Mark'd, when He roſe, the ſhining Road © 
To His bright Courts on high. 


To thoſe bright Courts, when Hope aſcends, 
The Tears forget to flow ; 

Hope views our abſent happy Friends, 
And calms the ſwelling Woe. | 


Then let our Hearts repine no more, 
That earthly Comfort dies ; 
But laſting Happineſs explore, 
And aſk it from the Skies, T. 


> j 
> 


| 
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HYMN CCCXCII. Common Meaſure. 
At the Funeral of a young Perſon. 


JA Hex blooming Youth is ſnatch'd away 

By Death's refiſtleſs Hand, 

Our Hearts the mournful Tribute pay, 
Which Pity muſt demand. 


While Pity prompts the riſing Sigh, 
O may this Truth, impreſt 

With awful Power => muſt die,— 
Sink deep in every Breaſt. 


Let this vain World engage no more; 
Behold the gaping Tomb! 

It bids us ſeize the preſent Hour, 
To-morrow Death may come. 


The Voice of this alarming Scene 
May every Heart obey ; 

Nor be the heavenly Warning vain, 
Which calls to watch and pray. 


O let us fly, to Jeſus fly, 
W'oſe powerful Arm can ſave; 
Then ſhall our Hopes aſcend on high, 
And triumph o'er the Grave, 


Great God, Thy ſovereign Grace impart, 
With cleanſing, healing Power; 

This only can prepare the Heart 
For Death's ſurprizing Hour, 
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HYMN CCCXCIII. Long Meaſure. 


A Funeral Hymn. 


1 God of Love will ſure indul 

The flowing Tear the heaving Lab, 
When righteous Perſons fall around, 

When tender Friends and Kindred die. 


Yet not one anxious murmuring Thought 
Should with our mourning Paſhons blend; 
Nor would our bleeding Hearts forget 

Th' Almighty ever living Friend. 


Beneath a numerous Train of Ills, 

Our feeble Fleſh and Heart may fail; 
Yet ſhall our Hope in Thee, our God, 
O'er every gloomy Fear prevail. 


Parent and Huſband, Guard and Guide, 
Thou art each tender Name in one; 


On Thee we caſt our every Care, 
And Comfort ſeek from Thee alone, 


Our Father God, to Thee we look, 
Our Rock, our Portion, and our Friend; 
And, on Thy Covenant Love and Truth, 
Our ſinking Souls ſhall fill depend. 


B b 


— . a 


— — A AS et UN 
_— —_— — — — — 


L 380 J 
HYMN CCCXCIV, Common Meaſure, 


The Hope of Heaven, the Soul's' Support in the View 


of Mortality, 
PE 5 
LAS! What frail, what tottering Things 
Theſe Tenements of Clay ! | n 


This curious Work of Heayen, how ſoon | 
The Glory fades away ! 


Sin, like a Leproſy, intwines 
The beauteous Sru@ure round, | 
Nor thence is purg'd till Death has raz' 
The Building to the Ground. 


This gloomy Scene, my drooping Soul 
In Silence long ſurvey'd ; 

But now ſhe burſts the ſullen Bands, 
And ſeeks celeſtial Aid. 


All-potent, gracious Maker God, 
My mournful Accents hear ; 

Indulgent to my humble Cry, 
Incline Thy pitying Ear. 


Oh! ſtill this feeble Frame ſupport, 
Which Thine Own Hand has rear'd ; 
Till I an heavenly Houſe may claim, 


By ſovereign Grace prepar'd. 


Then may this mortal Fleſh. decay, 
The Duſt to Duſt return; 

My gladſome Soul ſhall ſoar away, 
Nor o'er its Priſon mourn, 
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HYMN CCCXCV. Common Meaſure. 


| 


The Profpeft of Heaven makes Death ea): 


HERE is a Land of pure Delight, 
Where Saints immortal reign ; 
Infinite Day excludes the Night, 

And Pleaſures baniſh Pain. 


There everlaſting Spring abides, 
And never-fading Flowers; 

Death, like a narrow Sea divides 
This heavenly Land from ours. 


weet Fields, beyond the ſwelling Flood, 
Stand dreſs'd in living Green ; 

do to the Jews old Canaan ſtood, 
While Jordan roll'd between. 


But fearful Mortals tart and ſhrink 
To croſs this narrow Sea ; 

And linger, ſhivering on the Brink, 
And fear to launch away. 


0h! could we make our Doubts remove, 
Thoſe gloomy Doubts that riſe, 

nd ſee the Canaan that we love, 

With unbeclouded Eyes ! 


ould we but climb where Mofes ſtood, 
And vicw the Lanſkip o'er. | 
ot Jordan's Streams, nor Death's cold Flood 
Should fright us from the Shore. 

B b 2 W. 
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HYMN CCCXCVI, Common Meaſure, 
„  AProfpedt of the Refund. 


OW long ſhall Death the Tyrant reign, 
And triumph o'er the Juſt; © 
While the rich Blood of Martyrs {lain 
Lies mingled with the Duſt ? 


Lo, I behold the ſcatter'd Shades, 
The Dawn of Heaven appears; 

The ſweet immortal Morning ſpreads 
Its Bluſhes round the Spheres, 


I ſee the Lord of Glory come, 
And flaming Guards around: 
The Skies divide to make Him Room, 
The Trumpet ſhakes the Ground, 


I hear the Voice, Ye Dead ariſe !* 
And lo the Graves obey; 

And waking Saints with joyful Eyes 
Salute th' expected Day. | 


They leave the Duſt, and on the Wing 
Riſe to the mid-way Air, 

In ſhining Garments meet their King, 
And low adore Him there, 


O may our humble Spirits ſtand 
Amongſt them cloath'd in White! 

The meaneſt Place at His Right Hand alt ag 
Is infinite Delight, - | 
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How will our Joy and Wonder riſe, 
When our returning King, 


Shall bear us homeward through the Skies, 
On Love's triumphant Wing! W's 


HYMN CCCXCVII. Common Meaſure. 
Salvation Approaching ! 
Rom. 13. 11. 


WAKE, ye Saints, and raiſe your Eyes, 
And raiſe your Voices high; 
Awake, and praile that ſovereign Love, 
That ſhews Salvation nigh. | 


In all the Wings of Time it flies, 
Each Moment brings it near ; 


Then welcome each dechning Day! 
And each revolving Year ! 


lot many Years their Round ſhall run, 
Nor many Mornings rile, 

er all its Glories ſtand reveal'd 

To our admiring Eyes. 


e Wheels of Nature, fpeed your Courſe; 


Ye mortal Powers, decay ; 
alt as ye bring the Night of Death, 
Ye bring eternal Day. 


B b 3 D. 
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HYMN CCCXCVIII, ' Long Meaſure, 


Longing for Immortality. 


8 AD Priſoners in a Houſe of Clay, 
With Sins, and Griefs, and Pains oppreſs'd, 
We groan the lingering Hours away, 
And wiſh and long to be releas'd. 


" 


Nor is it Liberty alone, 


Which prompts our reſtleſs ardent Sighs; , 
For Immortality we groan, 4 
For Robes and Manſions in the Skies, - 
Eternal Manſions ! bright Array! C 
O bleſs'd Exchange! tranſporting Thought ! A 
Free from th' Approaches of Decay, Y 
Or the leaſt Shadow of a Spot, Sc 
There ſhall Mortality no more Tt 
Its wide-extended Empire boaſt ; Te 
Forgoiten all its dreadful Power, Ra 
In Life's unbounded Ocean loſt. Th 
Bright World of Bliſs! O could I ſee As 
One ſhining Glimpſe, one cheerful Ray _s 

er 


(Fair Dawn of Immortality !) 
Break through theſe tottering Walls of Clay. I Th 


Jeſus, in Thy dear Name I truſt, 

My Light, my Life, my Savior God ; 

When this frail Houſe diffolves in Duſt, 
O raiſe me to Thy bright Abode! 
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HYMN CCCXCIX. Long Meaſure. 


The Happineſs of being with Chriſt. 
Phil, 1, 23. 


9 on the Verge of Life I ſtand, 
And view the Scene on either Hand, 
My Spirit ſtruggles with my Clay, 
And longs to wing its Flight away. 


Where 7eſus dwells my Soul would be ; 
And faints my much-lov'd Lord to ſee ; 
Earth, twine no more about my Heart, 

For 'tis far better to depart. 


Come, ye angelic Envovs, come, 

And lead the willing Pilgrim Home; 
Ye know the Way to Sous Throne, 
Source of my Joys, and of your own. 


That bliſsful Interview, how ſweet! 

To fall tranſported at His Feet ! 

Rais'd in His Arms, to view His Face, 
Through the full Beamings of His Grace ! 


As with a Seraph's Voice to ling! 
To fly as on a Cherub's Wing! 
Performing, with unweary'd Hands, 
The preſent Savior's high Commands. 


Yet, with theſe Proſpects full in Sight, 
We'll wait Thy Signal for the Flight; 
For, while Thy Service we purſue, 
We find a Heaven begun below, 
. B b 4 
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HYMN CCCC. Long Meaſure. '' 


The Heavenly Inheritance. 
Col. 1. 12. 


LL glorious God, what Hymns of Praiſe 
Shall our tranſported Voices raiſe ? 
What flaming Love and Zeal are due, 
While Heaven ſtands open to our View ? 


Once we were fallen, and O how low! 
Juſt on the Brink of endleſs Woe! 
Doom'd to a Heritage in Hell, | , 
Where Sinners all in Darkneſs dwell, 


But lo, a Ray of cheering. Light ; 
Scatters the horrid Shades of Night! 
Lo, what triumphant Grace 1s ſhewn \ 


To Souls impoveriſh'd and undone ! 


Far, far beyond theſe mortal Shores, 
A bright Inheritance is ours; | 
Where Saints in Light our Coming wait T 
To ſhare their holy bliſsful State, 
If ready dreſs'd for Heaven we ſhine, * 
Thine are the Robes the Crown is Thine; 
May endleſs Vears their Courſe prolong, 0 
And, *Thine the Praiſe, be all the Song. n 
1 
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"HYMN CCCCI. Commar Meaſure. 


The Promiſed Land. Iſa. 99- 17. 


E from theſe narrow Scenes of Night 

Unbounded Glories rtie; 

And Realms of infinite Delight, 
Unknowa to mortal Eyes. 


Fair diſtant Land !—could mortal Eyes 
But half its Charms explore, 

How would our Spirits long to rife, 
And dwelt on Earth no more! 


There Pain and Sickneſs never come, 
And Grief no more complains ; 
Health triumphs, in immortal Bloom, 
And endleſs Pleaſure reigns! - 


No Cloud thoſe bliſsful Regions know, 
For ever bright and fair! 

For Sin, the Source of mortal Woe, 
Can never enter there, 


There no alternate Night is known, 
Nor Sun's faint fickly Ray; 
But Glory, from the ſacred Throne, 

Spreads everlaſting Day. 


O may the heavenly Proſpect fire 
Our Hearts with ardent Love, 

Till Wings of Faith and ſtrong Deſire 
Bear every Thought above. 
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Prepare us, Lord, by Grace divine, 
For Thy bright Courts on high: 

Then bid our Spirits riſe and join 
The Chorus of the Sky. * 


HYMN CCCCII. Common Meaſure. 
The ys of Heaven. 


OME Lord, and warm each languid Heart, 
Inſpire each lifeleſs Tongue ; 
And let m_ of Heaven impart 
Their Influence to our Song. 


Then, to the ſhining Seats of Bliſs, 
The Wings of Faith ſhall ſoar, 

And all the Charms of Paradiſe 
Our raptur'd Thoughts explore, 


Pleaſures, unſully'd, floriſh there, 
Beyond the Reach of Time; 
Not blooming Eden ſmil'd fo fair, 

In all her E Prime. 


Sorrow, and Pain, and every Care, 
f And Diſcord there ſhall ceaſe; 
And perfect Joy. and Love ſincere | 
Adorn the Realms of Peace. 


The Soul, from Sin for ever freed, 
Shall mourn its Power no more; | J 

But, cloath d in ſpotleſs Purity, 
Redeeming Love adore, 
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There on a Throne, (how dazling bright ! | 


Th' exalted Savior ſhines ; 
And beams ineffable Delight 
On all the heavenly Minds, 


There ſhall the Followers of the Lamb 
Join in immortal Songs; 

And endleſs Honors to His Name 
Employ their tuneful Tongues. 


Lord, tune our Hearts to Praiſe and Love, 
Our feeble Notes inſpire; 
Till, in Thy bliſsful Courts above, 
We join th” angelic Choir. 
T. 


HYMN CCCCIII. Common Meaſure. 


Heaven. 


HERE is a Land of living Joy 
Beyond the utmoſt Skies, 
Where Scenes of Bliſs, without Alloy, 
In boundleſs Proſpetts riſe. 


High ſeated on a blazing Throne 
Th' eternal God appears; 

Puts all His ſmiling Glories on, 
And awes at once and cheers, 


The flaughter'd Lamb at His Right-hand 
Aſſumes His royal Seat; 
Adoring Angels round Him ſtand, 
His Miniſters of State, 
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Each Breaſt with ſtrong Devotion glows, 

Love every Heart inſpires; _ 
Whilſt God's Own Spirit gently blows, 
And fans theſe holy Fires. 


In Strains celeſtial, every Tongue 

Shall God's high Praiſe proclaim ; 
And all in Concert join the Song 
Of Mofes and the Lamb. 


The Hallelujahs once begun, 
No Pauſe nor Cloſe ſhall k now; 
But Joy and Harmony in one 
Perpetual Tranſport flow, 


A conſtant Bloom, in every Face, 
Shall Age and Death defy; 
And Sin and Hell, far from the Place, 
In wild Confuſion fly. B. 


HYMN CCCCIV. Long Meaſure. 


The different Charater and State of the Righteous and 
the Wicked, Plal. 1. 


HOY greatly bleſs'd the Man, whoſe Ear 
The Sinner s Counſel ſhuns to hear ; 
And, where the Sons of Folly ſtray, 
Declines with ſtudious Steps the Way: 


Nor frantic Mirth he deigns to ſhare, 
Nor fits he in the Scoffers Chair; 
His Heart, poſſeſs'd with ſacred Awe, 


Daily revolved great God, Thy Law, 
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Like a fair Tree, that taught io grow 
Where living Streams of Water flow, 
His fruitful Branch he rears on high, 
Nor fears a ſickening Autumn nigh. 


Whate'er his ready Thoughts deviſe, 
He joyful to the Work applies; 

And ſure to find the wiſh'd Succeſs 
Repay his Hope, his Labor bleſs. 


Fehovah's Foes, a different Fate, 
Terrors with Terrors leagu'd await ; 
See, ſee them, to His Wrath eonfign'd, 
Fly like the Chaff before the Wind. 


Thy Judge, O Earth, ſhall quickly come, 
And to each Soul aſhgn its Doom; | 
Think you that then the impious Band 
Shall with the Juſt aſſembled tand ? 


Ah no! th' Almighty, theſe alone, 
The Objects of His Love ſhall own, 
While all, who now His Arm defy, 


Shall whelm'd in endleſs Ruin lie. B. M. 


HYMN CCCCV. Pæultar Meaſure 


The Same. Plal, 1. 


How bleſs'd the Man, whoſe Ear 

Impious Counſel ſhuns to hear, 
Who nor loves, nor treads the Way, 
Where the Sons of Folly ftray : 


1 
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He, who thoughtleſs, dares not ſtand 
Social with th' opprobrious Band; 
Nor their frantic Mirth to ſhare, 
Seated in Derifion's Chair, 


But, poſſeſs'd with facred Awe, * 
Meditates, great God, Thy Law ; 
This by Day his fix'd Employ, 
This by Night his conſtant Joy. 


Like the Tree, that taught to grow | 

Where the Streams refreſbing flow, | 
He his fruitful Branch ſhall f read, 

Nor his ſickening Leaves ſhall ſned: 


He, whate'er his Thoughts deviſe, 

Joyful to the Work applies; ( 
Sure to find the wHh'd Succeſs 

Crown his Hope, his Labor bleſs, 


See, ah ! ſee a different State 

God's obdurate Foes await ; ] 
See them, to His Wrath conſign'd, 

Fly like Chaff before the Wind. 


When Thy Judge, O Earth, ſhall come, 
And to each aſſign their Doom, 

Say, ſhall then the impious Band 
With the Juſt aſſembled ſtand ? 


Theſe th' Almighty, theſe alone, 

Objects of His Love ſhall on; « 
While His Vengeance who defy, - 

Whelm'd in endleſs Ruin lie. M, S 
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HYMN ccccvi. common Meaſure. 
What will ye do in the Day of Viſttation ? 


HEN Storms hang o'er the Chriſtian's 
He flies unto His God; [Head, 
And, under His refreſhing Shade, 
Finds a ſecure Abode. 


When Foes without and Luſts within, 
Seek to diſturb his Peace; 
To God he makes his Sorrows known, 
And ſtrait his Sorrows ceaſe, 


When Winds of ſtrong Temptation blow, 
And Floods of Trouble roll, 

God is the Help, and Refuge too 
Of his diſtreſſed” Soul, 


But when tremendous Terrors ſeize, 
Where will the Sinner fly? 
He feels a thouſand Agonies, 


And no Deliverer nigh ! B. B. 


HYMN CCCCVII. Common Meaſure. 


The Chriſtian rejoicing in the Views of Death and 


Rev, 22. 20. 
60 EHOLD I come,” the Savior cries, 
On Wings of Love I fly: 


M. So come, dear Lord, my Soul replies, 
And bring Salvation nigh. 


. 
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I'll greet the Meſſengers of Death. * 
By which Thou call't me Home; 

But doubly greot that joyful Hour, 
When Thou Thyſelf ſhalt come. 


Come, plead Thy: Father's injur'd Cauſe, 
And make Thy Glory ſhine; _ | 
Come, rouſe Thy Servant's mouldering Duſt, 
And their whole F rame refine. 


O come, amidſt th* angatic Hoſts, 
Their humble Name to own ; 

And lead the full Aſſembly back 
To dwell around Thy Throne. | 


With W Speed, Redeemer Jer, 
Bring on the illuſtrious Day 
Come, leſt our Spirits droop A. faint 
Beneath Thy long Delay. D. 


. 
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HYMN CCCCVIII. Long Meaſure. 


The Second Appearance of Chriſt. 
| 2 Pet. g. 11, 12. . Df 


Y waken'd Soul, extend thy Wings, 
Beyond the Verge of mortal Things ; 
See this vain World in Smoke decay, a 
And Rocks and Mountains melt away. 


Behold the fiery Deluge roll, 7 
Through Heaven's wide Arch from Pole to Pole; 
Pale Sun, no more thy Luſtre boaſt, 

Tremble, and fall, ye ſtarry Hoſt. 


Cy 
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This Wreck of Nature all around, 
The Angel's Shout the Trumper's Sound, 
Loud the deicending Judge proclaim, 
And echo His tremendous Name. 


Children of Adam, all appeaer 
With Reverence round His awful Bar, 
For, as His Lips pronounce, ye go 

1» endleſs Bliſs, or endleſs Woe. 


Lord, to my Eyes this Scene diſplay, _ 
nequent through each, returning Day; 
And let Thy Grace my Soul prepare f 
To meet its full Redemption there. D. 


HYMN CCCCIX. Short Meafare, 
The Final Sentence and Ii t of the Wicked. - 
Matt. 25. 41. 
— will the Judge deſcend; 
And muſt the Dead ariſe ? 


And not a ſingle Soul eſcape 
His All-diſcerning Eyes ? 


And ſrom His righteous Lips, 

Shall this dread Sentenee ſound; 4 
And, through the numerous guilty 'Throng, 

Spread black Defparr around e | 


* Depart from Me, accurs'd, 
© To everlaſting Flame, | 
For Rebel Angels firſt prepar d. 
Where Mercy . came.“ 
c 


* 
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How will my Heart endure 

The Terrors of that Day;z:/'! | 
When Earth and Heaven, before His Face, 

Aſtoniſh'd ſbrink. away? | TY 


But e'er that Trumpet ſhakes 

The Manſions of the Dead; 
-Hark, from the Goſpel's Det Sound, 

What Joyful Tidings ſpread! . — 


Ve Sinners, ſeek His Grace, 

Whoſe Wrath ye cannot bear; 
Fly to the Shelter of His 
And find Salvation there! 


So ſhall that Curſe remove, 
By which the Savior bled; 
Aa the laſt awful Day ſhall pour 
His Bleſſings on > your Head. D. 


HY MN CCCCX. | Common Meafure. 


The Final Sentence, ard Happineſs of the bes 


Matt. 25. 94. 


TTEND my Ear, my Heart rejoice ; : 
While 5 4 from His Throne, 
Begirt with all th” angelic Hoſts, 
Makes His laſt Sentence known. 


When Sinners, curſed from His Face, 
To raging Flames are driven; 

His Voite, with Melody divine, 

Thus calls His Saints to Heaven, 
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« Bleſs'd of my Father, all draw near; 
Receive the great Reward; 

* And riſe, with Raptures, to poſſeſs. 
The Kingdom Love prepar'd, 


% E'er Earth's Foundations firſt were laid, 
“ His ſovereign Purpoſe wrought, 

„% And rear'd thoſe 1 
© To which you now are brought. 


There ſhall you reign unnumber'd Y ears, 
Protected by My Power; 
© While Sin and Death, and Pains and Cares, 


“Shall vex your Souls no more,” 


Come, dear majeſtic Saviof, come, 
This Jubilee proclaim 
And teach us Language fit to praiſe 
D. So great, ſo dear a Name. D. 


HY MN Ccccxl. Peculiar, Meaſure, 
. Lo He cometh, 


O]! He cometh, countleſs Trumpets 
Blow to raiſe the ſlecping Dead; 
Midſt ten thouſand Saints and Angels 
See their great exalted Head, 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 
Welcome, welcome Son of God. 


Full of. joyful Expectation, 
All behold the Judge appear ;. 
Cc; 
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Truth and juſlice go before Him, 
Now the joyful Sentenee hear. | 

Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 

Welcome, welcome judge divine. 


© Come ye bleſſed of my Father, 

„Enter into Life and Joy; 

“ Baniſh all your Fears and Sorrows, 

„ Endleſs Praiſe be your Employ.” 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 
Welcome, welcome to the Skies. 


Nov at once they riſe to Glory, 
elus brings them to the King; 
here, with all the Hoſls of Heaven, 
They eternal Anthems ſing. 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 
Boundleſs Glory to the Lamb. 


U. 


HYMN CCCCXI. Common Meafure. 
Chriſt the Lamb of God worfhupped by the whole Creation, 


82 let us join the rapturous Songs 

Of Angels round the Throne 

Ten thouſand thouſand are their Tongues, 
But all their Joys are one. 


* Worthy the Lamb that dy'd,” they cry, 
To be exalted thus: 

* Worthy the Lamb, our Lips reply, 
For He was ſlain for us,” . 


ion. 
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Jeſus is worthy to receive 
Honor and Power divine ; 

And Bleſſings, more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, for ever Thane, 


Let all that dwell above the Sky, 
And Air, and Earth, and Seas, 

Conſpire to lift Thy Glories high, 
And ſpeak Thine endleſs Praiſe. 


The whole Creation join in one 
To bleſs the ſacred Name 

Of Him that fits upon the Throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. 


Cro 


W. 


AP 51 


© 
os. 1 

* 

1 — — a 
— — * — 


THE 


SUPPLEMENT. 


A TABLE to find any Hymn in the SUPPLEMENT, 
by the * Line of it. 
Hymn 


3 LD, where 1 Love divine 13 
C. 

Come Thou Fount of every Bleſſing 15 
D. 


Deſcend Celeſtial Dove — aw 1 
Deſcend from Heaven immortal Dove — 


1 

F. 5 

Father, I long, I faint to ſee — 4 

Far from my Thoughts vain World be gone 2 
G. 


Give me the Wings of Faith to riſe 21 
God moves in a myſterious Way — 19 
Great God we in Thy Courts appear — 10 


Great was the Day, the Joy was great 8 
Hail happy Day, the Day of holy Reſt 1 
Lord, look on all affembled ere! _ 16 
Mighty God, while Wu bleſs Thee 7 
Now let our drooping Hearts revive 20 
On Britain long a favor'd Ifle _ 


Proſtrate, dear Jeſus, at Thy Feet — * 
8 n 


See Iſrael's gentle Shepherd, land — 
So let our Lips and Lives expreſs — 
U, 
Up to the bliſsful Realms on high — 
Up to the Lord that reigns on high — 
| W 


While o'er our guilty Land, O Lord — 


>» © 


THE, 
s UTPLESWESN T. 


HY MX 1. Perutiar Meofre 
For the Lord's Day. 


AIL, happy Day? the Day of holy Reſt. 
When Saints aſſemble and 8 Dainties feaſt, 

When all in Smiles the God of Grace deſcends, 

Opens His Stores, and entertains His Friends. 


Let Earth and all its Vanities be gone, 

Move from my Sight, and leave my Soul alone; 
Its flattering, fading Glones I'd deſpiſe, 

And to immortal Beauties turn mine Eyes, 


Fain would I mount and penetrate the Skies, 
And on my Savior's Glories fix mine Eyes: 
Oh! meet my riſing Soul, ſtoop ſrom above, 
Jeſus, and waft it to thoſe Realms of Love! 


Or, if I muſt not climb the ſtarry Height, 

And ſee Thee biazing on a Throne of Light; 
If ſtill the Veil berwixt us muſt divide, 

And ſrom mine Eyes my Savior's Glories hide: 


Yet here diſplay the Wonders of Thy Grace, 
Look thro' the Skies, and ſhew Thy ſmiling Face: 
Stoop down, bicſt King of Glory, from above, 
Shine on my Soul, and raviſh me with Love. 
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HYMN II. Long Meaſure. 


Lein, 


F from my Thoughts, vain World, be gone, 
Let rr religious Hours alone 
Fain would my Eyes my Savior ſee, 


I wait a Viſit, Lord, from Thee. 


( 
1 
* 
1 
Haſte then, but with a ſmiling Face, I 
And ſpread a Table of Thy Grace: K 
Bring down a Taſte of Truth divine, v 
And cheer our Hearts with ſacred Wine. A 

TI 


Bleſs'd Jeſus, what delicious Fare! 


How (weet Thy Entertainments are! I 
Never did Angels taſte above, ; Ti 
Redeeming Grace, and dying Love. V 
While ſuch a Feaſt of ſacred Joys, G1 
Our raptur'd Eyes and Souls employs, Le 
Here we could fit and gaze away Ar 
A long, an everlaſting Day! 5 Th 


HYMN III. Long Meaſure. 


A Sight of God, mortifies us to the World, 


P to the bliſsful Realms on high, 
Where living Waters gently roll, 
Fain would my Thoughts leap out and fly, 
But Sin hangs heavy on my Soul, 
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Thy wonderous Blood, dear dying Chriſt, 


Can make this World of Guilt remove ; 
And Thou can'ſt bear me where Thou fly'ſt, 
On Thy kind Wings, Celeſtial Dove! 8 


„ O might I once mount up and ſee 

The Glories of th' eternal Skies, 
What little Things theſe Worlds would be ? 
How deſpicable to my Eyes ? 


Had I Glance of Thee, my God, 
Kingdoms and Men would vaniſh ſoon, 
Vaniſh, as tho'T ſaw 'em not, 

As a dim Candle dies at Noon. 


Then they might fight, and rage, and rave, 

I ſhould perceive the Noiſe no more 
Than we can hear a ſhaking Leaf 4 | 
While rattling Thunders round us roar. 


Great All in All, Eternal King, 

Let me but view Thy lovely Face, 

And all my Powers ſhall bow and ſing 
Thy endleſs Grandeur, and Thy Grace, 


HYMN IV. Common Meaſure. 
The Humble Worſlup of Heaven. 


HATHER, I long, I faint to ſee 
The Place of Thine Abode; 

I'd leave Thy earthly Courts, and flee 
Up to Thy Seat, my God ! 
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Here I behold Thy diſtant ber, 
And 'tis a pleaſing Sight; 


But to abide in, Thine Embrace, | 
Is inf ite Delight. 


I'd part with all the 15 of Senſe, 
To gaze upon T hrone;z _ | ( 
Pleaſure ſprings bolt for ever thence, 
Unſpeakable, Unknown, ; 


There all the heavenly Hoſts are ſeen, 


In ſhining Ranks they move, / 
And drink immottal Vigor in _ A 
With Wonder, and with Love. F 
Then at Thy Feet with awfal Fear 

Th' adoring Armies fall; 0 
With Joy they ſhrink to Nornive there, * 
Before thꝰ ternal ALL. - 
| 

There I would vie with all che Hoſt 
in Duty and in Bliſs : * 
While Less THAN Nortatxt I could boaſt, Ti 
And Varrty confeſs, fe = 
# K 


HYMN V. Long Meaſure. 
The Sight of God and Chrift in Heaven. 


2 END from Heaven, immortal Dove, 
Stoop down and take us on thy Wings, 
And —— and bear us far above 


The Reach of cheſe inferior Things. 


W. 


ove, 
855 
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Beyond, beyond this lower Sky, 


Up where eternal Ages roll, 
Where ſolid Pleaſures never die, 


And Fruits immoxtal feaſt the Soul, 


O for a Sight, a pleaſing Sight 

Ot our Almighty Father's lhrane 1 

There fits our Savior crown'd with Light, 
Cloath'd in. a Body like our own, 


Adoring Saints around him ſtand, _ 
And Thrones and Pawers before Him fall; 
The God ſhines gracious thro! the Man, 


And ſheds ſweet Glories on them all! 


O what amazing Joys they fee}, 

While to their golden Harps they ſing, 
And fit on every heavenly Hill, 

And ſpread the Triymphs of their King ! 


When ſhall the Day, dear Lord, appear 
That I ſhall mount to dwell above, 

And ſtand and bow amongſt them there, 
And view Thy Face, and ſing, and love? 


HYMN VI. Long Meafure. 
The Condeſcenſion of God, 


P to the Lord, that reigns on high, 
And views the Nations from afar, 
Let everlaſting Praiſes fly, 
And tell how large his Bounties arc, 


— —— — ans 
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He that can ſhake the Worlds He made, 
Or with His Word, or with His Rod, 
His Goodneſs, how amazing Great! 
And what a condeſcending God!? 


God, that muſt ſloop to view the Skies, 
And bow to fee what Angels do, 

Down to our Earth- He caſts His Eyes, 
And bends His Footſteps downwards too. 


He over-rules all mortal Things, 
And manages our mean Affaits;:; 
On humble Souls the King of Kings 
Beſtows His Counſels and His Cares. 


Our Sorrows and our Tears we pour 
Into the Boſom of our God; 

He hears us in the mournful Hour, 
And helps us bear the heavy Load. 


Oh! could our thank ful Hearts deviſe. 

A Tribute equal to Thy Grace, 

To the third Heaven our Songs ſhould riſe, 
And teach the golden Harps Thy Praiſe, W. 


HYMN VII. Pecular Meaſure. 


| Praife to the Redeemer, 


 A[IGHTY God, while Angels bleſs Thee, 
May an Infant liſp Thy Name 7? 
Lord of Men as well as Angels, 
Thou art every Creature's Theme. 


Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Amen, 
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Lord of every Land and Nation, 
Antient of eternal Days; 

Sounded through the wide Creation 
Be Thy juſt and lawful Praiſe. 


For the Grandeur of Thy Nature 
Grand beyond a Seraph's Thought, 
For created Works of Power, | 


Works with Skill and Kindneſs wrought 


For Thy Providence that governs 
Through Thine Empire's wide Domain: 
Wings an Angel, guides a Sparrow, 
Bleſſed be Thy gentle Reign. 


But Thy rich Thy free Redemption, 
Dark through Brightneſs all along: 
Thought is poor, and poor Expreſſion, 
Who dare ſing that awful Song? 


Brightneſs of the Father's Glory, 
Shall Thy Praiſe unuttered lie? 
Fly my Tongue ſuch guilty Silence ! 
Sing the Lord who came to die, 


Did Archangels ſing Thy coming ? 
Did the Shepherds learn their Lays? 
Shame would cover me uggrateful, 
Should my Tongue 1cfule to praiſe, 


From the higheſt Throne in glory ? 
To the Croſs of deepeſt Woe ? 

Al to ranſom guilty Captives ? 
Flow my Praiſe for ever flow. 


Ha, 


Hal, 


Hal, 


Hal. 


Hal. 


Hal. 


| Hd, 


4 
Go return immortal Savior, 
Leave Thy Footſtool, take Thy Throne ; 
Thence return, and reign for ever, 


Be the Kingdom all Thine own. 
Hallelujah, &c. 


or 


Rn. 
HYMN VIII. Long Meafare. 


| The Efufion of the Spirit ; or, The Succeſs of _ 1 


the Cb, 
REAT was the Day, the joy wh great, + 
When the divine Diſciples met; 2 
Whilſt on their Heads the Spitit came, 0 
And ſat like Tongues of cloven Flame. 8 
For 
What Gifts, what Miracles He gave! 8 


And Power to kill, and Power to ſave ! 
Furniſh'd their Tongues with wonderous Words, IIf 7 


Inſtead of Shields, and Spears and Swords, 1 

' Tea 

Thus arm'd, He ſent the Champions forth, Ir 

From Eaft to Weft, from South to North : 

Go, and aſſert your Savior's Cauſe; But 

Go, ſpread the Myftery of His Croſs. 1 * 
| No 

Theſe Weapons of the holy War, N. 
Of what almighty Force they are, 

To make our ſtubborn Paſſions bow, Thin 

And lay the proudeſt Rebel low ! 7 2 

Ult, 

Nations, the learned and the rude, Th 


Are by theſe heavenly Arms ſubdu'd 3 
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While Satan rages at his Loſs, 
And hates the Daftrine of the Croſs. 


Great King of Grace] my Heart ſubdue ; 
I would be led in Triumph too, 


A willing Captive to my Lord, 3 
And ſing the Victories of His Word. W. 


HYMN IX. Common Meaſure. 1 
The Penitent. | 4 
ROSTRATE, Dear Jeſus, at Thy Feet ö 
A guilty Rebel lies; . [| 
And upwards to the Mercy Seat 
Preſumes to lift his Eyes. 


O let not Juſtice frown me hence: 
Stay, ſtay the vengeful Storm: 
Forbid it that Omnipotence 
Should cruſh a feeble Worm. 


l, If Tears of Sorrow would ſuffice 
To pay the Debt I owe, 
Tears ſhould from both my weeping Eyes 
In ceaſeleſs Torrents flow, | 


But no ſuch Sacrifice 1 plead 
To expiate my Guilt ; 11 

No Tears, but thoſe which Thou haſt ſhed, 
No Blood, but Thou halt ſpilt. 


Think of Thy Sorrows, deareſt Lord, 
And all my Sins forgive: 
Juſtice will well approve the Word, —.— 
That bids the Sinner * — 
D 
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HYMN X. Long Meaſure. 
The Candidate for Baptiſm. Acts 8. 12. 


REAT Gov! we in Thy Courts appear, 
With humble Joy, and holy Fear, 
Thy great Injunction we obey : 


Let Saints and Angels hail the Day ! ; 
Great Things, O everlaſting Sox, R 
Great Things for us Thy Grace has done ! A 
Conſtrain'd by Thine eternal Love, 

Our willing Steps to meet Thee move. 

In Thine Aſſembly now we ſtand, 1 1 
Obedient to Thy great Command; I 
The ſacred Flood is full in view, 5. 
Thy gentle Voice invites us through. I 
The Word, the Spirit, and the Bride, g 
Muſt not invite and be deny'd ; The 
Was not our Gop, who came to ſave, Sinc 
Inter'd in ſuch a liquid Grave! On 

| 

Thus we, dear Savior, own Thy Name ; 5 


Receive us riſing from the Stream; 
To Thy rich Table let us come, 
And dwell in Zion as our Home. 


* 
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HYMN XI. Peculiar Meaſure. 
e ee 


Due Divine Preſence implored at the Adminiſtration 
of the Ordinance of Baptiſm. 
Mat, iii. 16, & 17. 


ESCEND, Celeſtial Dove ! 
And make Thy Preſence known ; 
Reveal our Saviok's Love, 
And ſeal us for Thine Own. 
Unbleſs'd by Thee our Works are vain, 
Nor e'er can we Acceptance gain. 


When Heaven's incarnate Gop,. 

The ſovereign Prince or Licur, 

In Jordan's ſwelling Flood 

Receiv'd the holy Rite; 
In open View Thy Form came down, 
And Dove-like flew, The KIS d to crown. 


The Day was never known 

Since Time began his Race, 

On which ſuch Glory ſhone, 

Or which obtain'd luch Grace; 
As that which ſhed, in Jordan's Stream, 
On Jesvu>? Head, Thy heavenly Beam. 


,ontinue {till to ſhine, 

nd fill us with Thy Fire: 

his Ordinance is Thine, 

Do Thou our Souls inſpire ! 

On all Thy Sons, do Thou atten , 

Thy Promiſe runs. Till Time ſhi] end,” 
D d 2 
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Baptiz'd into Thy Name, 

Load, we our Tribute bring, 

To Thee our PrRorKeT, PRIEST, 

And our exalted Kinc ; | 
Oh ! deign to bleſs, on Thee we call, 
Thee * confeſs, our ALL in ALL, 


HYMN XII. Long Meaſure, 
Practical Piety. Titus ii. 101g, 


OO let e ons Lives expreſs 
The Holy Goſpel we profes ; 

So let our Works and Virtues ſhine, 

To prove the Doctrine all divine, 


Thus ſhall we beſt proclaim abroad 
The Honors of our Savior God; 
When the Salvation reigns within, 
And Grace ſubdues the Power of Sin, 


Our Fleſh and Senſe muſt be deny'd, 
Paſſion and Envy, Luſt and Pride; 


Whilſt Juſtice, Temperance, Truth and Love, 


Our inward Piety approve. 


Religion bears our Spirits up, 

While we expect that bleſſed Hope, 
The bright Appearance of the Lord, 
And Faith ſtands leaning on His Word, 


6 
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HYMN XIII. Common Meaſure. 


Brotherly Love, 


EHOLD, where breathing Love divin-. 
Our dying Maſter ſtands, 

His weeping Followers gathering round. it! 

Receive His laſt Commands, | 


From that mild Teacher's arting Lips 
What tender Accents "ry 

The gentle Precept which He gave 
Became it's Author w ell. 


“ Bleſtis the Man whoſe ſoftening Hear, y 
Feels all another's Pain; | | 
To whom the ſupplicating Eye 
„Was never rais'd in vain, 0 


% Whoſe Breaſt expands with generousWarmth, 1 
A Stranger's Woes to feel, ) 
And bleeds in Pity o'er the Wound | 
© He wants the Power to heal. | 


© He ſpreads His kind ſupporting Arms, 
© To every Child of Grief; { 
His ſecret Bounty largely flows, 0 
* And brings unaſk'd Relief, | 


* To gentle Offices of Love, 
« His Feet are never ſlow ; 
He views through Mercy's melting Eye, 
66 A Brother in a Foe, 
D d 3 
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« Peace from the Boſom of His God; 
« My Peace to Him I give; 

« And, when he kneels before the Throne, 
& His trembling Soul ſhall live. 


5 To him Protection ſhall be ſhewn, 
And Mercy from above 
© Deſcend on thoſe who thus fulfil 
The perfect Law of Love.“ 
B d. 


HYMN XIV. Common Meaſure. 
Chriſt's condeſcending Regard to little Children. 
Mark 10, 14. 

EE Iſrael's gentle Shepherd ſtand 
With all-engaging Charms; 


Hark how He calls the tender Lambs, 
And folds them in His Arms! 


Permit them to approach, (He cries) 
Nor ſcorn their humble Name; 
For 'twas to bleſs ſuch: Souls as theſe, 

The Lord of Angels came. 


We bring them, Lord, by fervent Prayer, 
And yield them up to Thee; 
oyful that we ourſelves are Thine, 
Thine let our Offspring be! 


Ve little Flock, with Pleaſure hear, 
Ye Children, ſeek His Face; 
And fly with Tranſport to receive 

The Bleſlings of His Grace, 


_ — — 
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If Orphans they are left behind, 
Thy Guardian Care we truſt : | 
That Care ſhall heal our bleeding Hearts, 
If weeping o'er their Duſt, _ D. 


HYMN XV. Peculiar Meaſure, 
Eben- ezer. 1 Sam. 7. 12. | 


OME, Thou Fount of every Bleſſing, 
Tune my Heart to fing Thy Grace! 
Streams of Mercy never cealing, 
Call for Songs of loudeſt Praiſe : 
Teach me ſome melodious Sonnet, 
Sung by flaming Tongues above; 
Praiſe the Mount—I'm fixt upon it, 
Mount of God's unchanging Love. 1 


Here I raiſe mine Eben - ezer, | | 
Hither by Thy Help I'm come; | 
AndI hope by Thy good Pleaſure, | 
Saſely to arrive at Home. | 
Jeſus ſought me, when a Stranger 
Wandering from the Fold of God; 
He, to reſcue me from Danger, 
Interpos'd with precious Blood. 


Oh! to Grace how great a Debtor 
Daily I'm conſtrain'd to be! 
Let that Grace, Lord, like a Fetter 
Bind my wandering Heart to Thee ! 
Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it; 
Prone to leave the God I love 
Here's my Heart, Lord, take and ſeal it; 
deal it from Thy Courts above! 
D d 4 Rn. 
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HYMN XVI. Comman Meaſure. - 


For a Public Faſt. 


ORD, look on all aſſembled here 
Who in Thy Prefence ſtand, 
To offer up united Prayer 


For this our ſinful Land. 


Oft have we, Lord, in private pray's 
Our Country might find Grace ; 

Now hear the ſame Petitions made 
In this appointed Place, 


Or if amongſt us ſome be met, 
So careleſs of their Sin, 

They have not cry'd for Mercy yet, 
Lord, let them now begin! 


Thou, by whoſe Death we Sinners live, 
By Whom our Prayers ſucceed, 

The Grace of Supplication give, 
And we ſhall pray indeed. 


Great God of Hoſts, Deliverance bring, 
Guide thoſe that hold the Helm, 

Support the State, preſerve the King, 
And ſpare the guilty Realm. 


Or ſhould the dread Decree be paſt, 
And we muſt feel Thy Rod, 

May Faith and Patience hold us faſt, 
To our chaſtiſing God! 


> JW YZ > ky 
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Whatever be our deſtin'd Caſe, 
Accept us in Thy Son, 


Give us Thy Golpel and Thy Grace, 
And let Thy Will be done! 


H. 


HYMN XVII. Long Meaſure, | 


Peace prayed for. | 
N Britain, long a favor'd Iſte, | 
Now overwhelm'd with Guilt and Shame, 
Deign, mighty God, onee more to {mile ; | 
The ſame Thy Power, Thy Grace the ſame, 


Let Peace deſcend with balmy Wing, f 
And all its Bleſſings round her ſhed; | 
Her Liberties be well ſecur'd, 1 
And Commerce lift its fainting Head, 1 


Let the loud Cannon ceaſe to roar, | 1 
The warlke Trump no longer ſound ; 
The Din of Arms be heard no more, 
Nor human Blood pollute the Ground, 


Let hoſtile Troops drop from their Hands, 
The uſeleſs Sword, the glittering Spear 
And join in Friendſhip's ſacred Bands, 
Nor one diſſentient Voice be there. 


Thus ſave, O Lord, a ſink ing Land, 


Millions of Tongues ſhall then adore, 
Reſound the Honors of Thy Nem 


And ſpread Thy Praiſe from Show to , Be 
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HYMN, XVIII. Long Meaſure. 


In a Time of War and Drought. 
X 7 HILE o'er our guilty Land. O Lord, 
We view the Terrors of Thy Sword, 
While Heaven its fruitful Showers denies, 
And Nature round us fades and dies. 


On Thee our Guardian God we call, 
Before Thy Throne of Grace we fall ; 
And is there no Deliverance there ? 


And muſt we periſh in Deſpair? . 


Lord, we repent, we weep, we mourn, 

To our forſaken God we turn, 

O ſpare our guilty Country, ſpare | 

The Church which Thou haſt planted there! 


Revive our withering Fields with Rain, 
Let Peace compoſe our Land again, 
Silence the horrid Noiſe of War! 
And ſpare a guilty People, ſpare! . 
| D. 


HYMN XIX. Common Meafure. 
Light ſhining out of Darkneſs. 


(592 moves in a myſterious Way, 

His Wonders to perform ; 

He plants Hi: Footſteps in the Sea, 
And rides upon the Storm. 


Wh 
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Deep in unfathomable Mines, 
With never-failing Skill, 

He treaſures up His bright Deſigns, 
And works His ſovereign Will. 


Ye fearful Saints, freſh Courage take, 
The Clouds ye ſo much dread, - 

Are big with Mercy, and ſhall break 
In Bleſſings on your Head. 


Judge not the Lord by feeble Senſe, 
But truſt Him for His Grace; 
Behind a frowning Providence 
He hides a ſmiling Face, 


His Purpoſes will ripen faſt, 
Unfolding every Hour: 

The Bud may have a bitter Taſte, 
But ſweet will be the Flower. 


Blind Unbelief is ſure to err, 
And ſcan His Work in vain; 

God is His own Interpreter, 
And He will make it plain. 


. 
HYMN XX, Common Meaſure. 


Comfort under the Loſs of pious Minꝛſters. 


NY let our drooping Hearts revive, 
And all our Tears be dry; 

Why ſhould thoſe Eyes be drown'd in Grief, 
Which view a Savior aigh ? 


: 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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What though the Arm of conquering Death 
Does God's own Houle mvade ? 


What though the Prophet, and the Prieſt 
Be number'd with the Dead ? 


Though earthly Shepherds dwell in Duft, 
The Aged and the Young, 

The watchful Eye in Darkneſs clos'd, 
And mute th” inſtructive Tongue; 


Th' eternal Shepherd ſtill ſurvives 
New Comfort to impart; 

His Eye ſtill guides us, and His Voice 
Still animates our Heart, 


Lo, I am with you,” ſaith the Lord, 
„My Church ſhall ſafe abide ; 

For I will ne'er forſake thoſe Souls 
% Who in my Love confide !”” 


Through every Scene of Life and Death, 
This Promiſe is our Truſt ; 

And this ſhall be our Children's Song, 
When we are cold in Duſt, 


HYMN XXI. Common Meaſure. 


Tnumph over Death. 


HY4; me the Wings of Faith to riſe 

Within the Veil, and ſee 

The Saints above, how great their Joys, 
And bright their Glones be, 
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Once they were mourning here below, 
And wet their Couch with Tears; 
They wreſtled hard, as we donow, 
With Sins, and Doubts, and Fears, 


I aſk them whence their Victory came ? 
They, with united Breath, 

Aſcribe their Conqueſt to the Lamb, 
Their Triumph, to His Death. 


They mark'd the Footſteps that He trod, 
(His Zeal inſpir'd their Breaſt :) 

And, following their incarnate God, 
Poſſeſs the promis'd Reſt, 


Our glorious Leader claims our Praiſe, 
For His own Pattern given, 

While the long Crowd of Witneſſes 
Shew the ſame Path to Heaven. 


Tur E N D, 
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VER RF USSR 
IN -H. X. 


N. B.—8S. ſtands for Supplement. 


7 A 31 


* 4 


A. ; 
Hymn 
BSENCE, from God, — 250, 251. 
Acceſs, to God — 7. 2g · 


By Prayer, — 47. 20g. 225, 281. 252. 
By Chriſt, — — 164. 66. 


Adam, corrupt Nature from him, 88. 
Firſt and Second, —— 84. 
Adoption. — 170.—172. 


Ad ent of Chriſt, 87. 92. 9g. 
Actions, cold complained of, 261. 295. 298. 


Aßliction Benefit of it — 243. 
Hope in it, — 246. 
Submiſſion under it, — 2 40. 241. 
Deliverance from it by Prayer, 252, 


Angels. Reply to the Women, &c, — 105, 
Song at the Birth of Chriſt, 90. 91, 97. 98. 


a -, 


IND E/ Xt 


B. 
7 1211 Hymn 
Backſl idings, complained of, — 299. 
And Returns, — —— o. 


Ba {1 — 370. 71. & Hy. 10. 11. 8. 
nn See Increaſe of the Church, &c. 372. 


Beatitudes, 267. 268, 
Blood, of Chriſt, See Pardon, Sufferings, 99. 100, 
381.—383. 
C. ; 

Charity, to the poor — 302. 303. 
Chriſtian, - —— 360. 361. 
Children, Chriſt's Regard to them, 13. S. 
Chriſt Bright and "nos Star, — 112. 319 
aptain of Salvation, — 1309. 379. 
Coming to judgment, — 407.—411. 
Fountain of Life, — 110. 


Great Phyſician, — — 114.—117. 
Heavenly Conqueror, — 102 290. 
Heavenly Gueſt, —— 151. 


King of Saints, — — 126. 
Living Stone, — — 11. 
Manit: ſted, _ — | 87. 
Makes us free, — — 276.—278. 
Our Example, — 18 
Our only Savior, — 132. 167. 
Our Strength, 169. 
Our Wiſdom and Righteouſneſs, 105. 168. 
Our Prophet, Prieſt and King, — 108, 120. 
Pearl of great Price, - — 113. 
Precious to them that believe — 2860. 


Worſhipped by the whole Creation, 412. 


Chriſtian, active, 287. 
Conquering, — —— 290. 


> — = _ —_— 


IN D E X. 


Hymn 
Crowned, — — x oh 
Led to Heaven, 285, 
His Happineſs, 7 274. 
Hidden Life, — — 273 · 
Nobleſt Reſolution, — 286. 
Proſpect, — — 272. 407» 
ace, —— — 281. 282. 
Farewell, — — 209. 
Church, Beauty and Order, — 346. 
Eſtabliſhment, 341. 
Glory and Safety, — 329. 330. 
Glory of the Nation — — 947» 
Glory in the latter Day, — 359 
Going to it, — — 313. 314» 
Increaſe deſired, — — cc. 373. 
Preſence of God in it, — 323. 
Preſence of Chriſt in it, — 9426. 327. 
Seeking Direction in the Choice of” 
a Pallor, — — 34 LL 
Communion, with God, — 204. 265. 


And Enjoyment of God deſired, 195.—198. 
246. 251. 299. 


With Chriſt at His Table, g87 
Complaint, of cold Affections, — 261 
f Darkneſs, — — 295 

Of Formality in Worſhip, —— g21 
Of Hardneſs of Heart, — 159 
Of Inconſtancy, — — 2562. 296. 
Of Unfruitfulneſs, — 297. 
Com aſſion, of God — — 229. 
f Chriſt, — — 382. 


Of Chriſt to the Weak and Tempted, 25g. 
Condeſcenfion, and Power of God, 7.9. 12. 17. 18. 
| & 5. S. 

Of Chriſt, 128, 129. 130. 192+ 136. 151. 
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RS Hymn 
Converfion, — — 154.—136. 
Defired, — — 153, 159, 161. 
Joy of it, — — 160. 
Neceſſity of it — — 157. 
C to nation, Hymn, _ — 127. 


Covenant, of Grace unchangeable, 173. 174. 194. 
Rejoycing in our Covenant with God, 376. 


Creation, and Providence, — 2m. 28. 
Of Man wonderful, — 24. 
Glory of God in it, — — 23. 
Praiſtng God for it, — 25. 27. 
New, — — 155. 

Creatures, praiſing God. 2, 21, 22, 
Dominion of Man over them, 9. 17. 61. 
Vanity of them, — — 180. 

Croſs, of Chriſt its Attraction, =_ 101, 

epentance flowing from it, — 100. 

See Sufferings, — | 99. —— 
D. | 

Death, the Effect of Sin, — 83. 86. 


Hope of Heaven makes it ealy, 394. 395. 
Decrees, of God, 6. 242. 
Deſpair, prevented by Views of Mercy, 228. 
Devotion, Fervency of it deſired, 294. 322. 
Dominion, of God ſovereign andeternal, 4. 7. 8. 10. 

Of Man over the Creatures, — 9. 17, 61 


Z. 
.zrth, no Reſt on it, — 180. 15. 
Education, religious, — hom 39Z» 
Elernity, and Time, — — 181. 184. 
Of God, — — 3.4. 
Huening, Hymns, — 71. 72, 
E e 


E 
— — — •ÿ 


Hymn 

Exaltation, of Chriſt, — 121. 122. 
Example, of Chriſt. —— 118. 

F. | 

Faith, — > 4 2. 233 
Makes Chriſt p precious, 2 * = 
Power of it, — — 24. 
Living and dead, 295. 
Faithfulneſs, of God in His Word, 81.—83. 
Faſt, Hymns, _ 334+ 335 
In Time of War 336: & Hy. 16, 17. 5. 
And Do igt, 18. 8. 
Favor, of God deſired, — 204, 
Fear, of God our higheſt Wiſdom, 19. 
The Happineſs that attends it, 269. 
Fears, and Doubts complained of, 117. 219. 


Removed, 
Funeral, Hymns, 
Of a young Perſon, 
Of a Parent or Huſband, 

Of a Miniſter. 


G. 


Glory, of God in Creation, 
Of the Goſpel, 
OF the Church, 


God, exalted above all Praiſe, 
Glorifed in the Goſpel, 
Magnified for His Salvation, 
Our Chief Good, 
Creator and Benefattor, 
Our only Happinels, 

The Delence of His People, 
Refuge of the troubled Mind, 


— — — 


— — 


81. 231. 236. 238, 239, 
390. 391. & Hy. 21, 
he 


393. 
20. 8. 


29, 
357. 
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And Grace in the Perſon of Chriſt, 131. go 


192. 195» 197. 
201. 


203. 
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Hymn 

Strength of our Salvation, — 202. 
Goodneſs, of God, — 9. 12. 17. 19. 
Goſpel grand Scheme of it, — 138. 
od glorified in it, — 140. 
Bleſſedneſss, — _ 349- 
Invitation, — 142.—147. 381. 
Glory and Succeſs of it, 357. & 8. S. 
Power of it, — 331. 332. 
Rational Defence of it, — 354. 
Praiſe to God for it, _ 350. 353» 
The Goſpel Jubilee, _ 132. 153» 
Grace, — — 177. 
And Glory in the Perſon of Chriſt, 131. 386. 
Diſtinguiſhing, — — 330. 
Growing in it, — — 288. 
Covenant of it unchangeable, 178. 174. 194» 
Pardoning, — — 227. 
Reſtoring and perſevering, — 301 
Renewing deſired, — 85. 137. 
Gravity, and Decency, — 301. 


Greatneſs, and Goodnels of God. 11.41, 17 


H. 

Happineſs, in God, — 192.—:98. 
Looking upwards for it, 186, 190. 192. 200. 
Of a real Chriſtian, — — 274. 
Of being with Chriſt, — 399. 
Of the Heavenly-minded, — 272. 273, 
Of thoſe that fear God, — 269. 
Of thoſe that truſt in God, 47. 48. 55+ 
Of the pious Worſhipper, — 317. 

Heart, ſubdued by the Grace of Chriſt, 143. 13m. 
Broken an acceptable Sacrilice, 228. 
Hardneſs of it bewailed, — 139. 


Ee 2 


IN DEA. 


\ Hymn 
New deſired, — 23. $5. 157- 
Heaven, — 401. 40g. 
Aſpiring towards it, 133. 97. 208. & 9* 8. 
Hope of it our Support, — 244+ 
Inheritance of the Saints, — 400. 
gay of it, — 205. 402. 
romiſed Land, — 401. 
Proſpedt of it makes Death eaſy, 206. 394. 395: 
Preſence of Chriſt in it, — 123, 


Heavens, declare the Glory of God, 1. 9- 1 
Hola, deſired, &c. 187. L 293. & 13. 8 


And Sin, — 296. 
ws in God, — 201. 252, 
God and Prayer, 47. 20g. 225, 

In Darkneſs, — — 251, 
In Affliction, — — 246. 
Humble, Souls invited to Reſt, _ 146. 
Their Bleſſedneſs. — _ 254. 267. 268. 

I, 

Immortality, deſired, — _ 200. 398. 399. 
Immut ability, of God, — 3. 4. 17. 
Of Chriſt, — — 119. 
Incarnation, of Chriſt, — 88. 


- Inconſtancy, complained of, 262. 296. 299. 
Invitation, of Chriſt, — 145.—147. 149. 
To the Bleſſings of the Goſpel, 142.—1 44. 


To the Goſpel Feaſt, — 384. 385+ 
Tfrael, of God their Security. 275, 
Led to Canaan and Chriſtians to Heaven, 283. 
Jubilee, — — 152. 159 
Judgment, Day, — | 408, — 410. 
Chriſt coming to it, — 411 


Rejoicing in the Views of it, — 497 


IN DU E X. 
Juſtiſication. — — 


K. 

Kingdom, of Chriſt, — X 1:22. 129» 
Rejoicing in the Bleſſings of it, 124. 126. 
or God firſt to be ſought aſter, 280, 
Its Advancement deſired, — 356. 
Its Glory and Perpetuity. _ 333 

L. 

Lamb, worſhipped by the whole Creation, 42. 

Law, its Perledlion, — 77. 78 

Liberty, in Chriſt, — 276.— 278. 

Life, and Safety in Chriſt, — 167. 
Uncertain, — 181. 133. 
And ſucceeding Eternity, — 184. 
Of a Chriſtian hidden, _ 273. 

iritual deſired, — 292. 

Light, and Safety from God, — 270. 
From Chriſt, — 112. 168. 319. 

Lord's-Day, 306, 310. & Hy. 1. S. 
Morning, — 307.— 311. 320. 
Evening, — 312 

Love, of God ſovereign and unchangeable, 8. 149. 

174. 
Of God in ſending His Son, 137. 147. 


Of Chriſt, 100. 102. 121. 128. 10. 132. 382. 
Redeeming, 129. 131. 136. 382. 353. 288, 


Brotheily, — 360. 36. & 35 Is 
To God, 255. 259. 
Religion vain without it, — 284. 


To Chriſt profeſſed — 25d, —238, 2bo. 
To Chriſt delired, 120, 121, 201, 253. 266. 
E e 3 
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my 


Hymn 


M. 


Magiſtrates, good a Bleſling, —_— 331. ( 
Man, his wonderſul Formation, — 24. 
86. 183. 184. 389, 


Mortal, 

Mary's happy Choice, — 188 
Meek, beautified with Salvation, — 254. 

Their Bleſſedneſs, — — 267. 268. F 
Mercy, of God, — 229. 230. 

Implored, —ͤ— 214. 21. 224. ; 

And Truth met together, — 141. j 
Mercies, common and ſpecial, 50. 87. E 

Unnumbered, 8. 33. J 
Miniſters, Commiſſion, — 371. & 8.5. 

Ordained, — — 3342. 343. 
Morning, Hymns. — 67.—70, : 
Mortality, — 389. f 

See Man, — - 86. n 
Mofes, Reſolution, — 189. 

| 

N. | 

Nation, its Proſperity deſired, — 348. 

Nativity, of Chriſl, — 89.—98 ; 
Nature, and Providence, — 2. 20, 21. 

Book of it and Scripture, — 77. 

Its Dependance on God, — 23. 
New-Yegrs Day. — — 73.—70. 
November, fifth, — 332. 333. 

O. 
Obedience. — _ 13. 286, 

Sincerity in it defired, — 293, 


The Pleaſure of it, — 209, 


LIN DEX. 


| Hymn 

And Dilobedience, — 404. 405. 
Ommpreſence, of God, _ 14. 15. 19. 
Ordination, Hymns, — 342. 343. 

P. 
Pandas * 162. 227 
. By the Blood d of Chriſt, — 163. 164. 38 
Paſtor, Church ſeeking Direction in the 
Choice of one, —— 345. 
Paſtoral, divine, —— 31. 
Peace, and Pardon, — 16g. 106. 
National Thankſgiving for it, _ 33a. 
Penitent, pleading for Mercy, 219. 213.224 220, 
Pleading for Pardon, _ £22, 22g. 
Accepted, — 220. 
Penitential, Hymns, 213. 226. & Hy. 9. 8. 
Perfection, Going on to it, — 289. 
Perſeclions, of God — 8. £ 
Phariſee, and Publican, _ 220, 
Perſeverance, 269. 270. 274. gor. 316. 317- 
Pilgrim, — 284. 
Pilgrimage, of the Saints, — 283. 285. 
Poverty, happy, — — 208. 
Power, of God, — — 3. 10. 
And Goodneſs of God, 7+ 
And Providence, —_— 32. 
And Love of Chriſt unchangeable, 119. 
Praiſe, 33.—6 1. 
To God and not to Idols, | 60. 
To God for His Goodneſs, 19. 47. 
For the Bleſſings of Nature and Grace, 57. 
For the Goſpel, 253. 
Invocation to it, 43. 45+: 3458. 
Deſiring to praiſe God, —— 46. 
L ET 
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From all Creatures, — 62.—64. 


God exalted above all Praiſe, 66. 
To Chriſt, — 127. 14 388. 
Prayer, and Praiſe, — 52. 
And Hope in God, — 47+ 203. 225. 251. 
Deliverance by it, — 252, 
Lord's — — 41. 42. 
See Sußplication, 223.— 
Preſence, of God deſired, — 230. 251. 
Of God, the Light and Life of the Sou], 
— — 193.—196. 
Of God in the Church, — 3235. 
Of Chriſt in his Church, — 326. 327. 
Of Cbriſt in Heaven, — 12. 
Prieſthood, of Chriſt and Aaron, — 109% 
Prodigal, repenting, — 217. 226. 
Promiſes, of God faithful, — 81.—8g3. 
Fs, = — 28. 
And Creation, 22. 
And Power of God, 32. 
Dependance of all Creatures upon it, 23. 
In the Seaſons of the Year, —— „355 34. 
Myſteries of it, _ & 19. S. 
. Ir Chriſtian, — 1 189. 272. 
Heaven makes Death eaſy — 394. 
Of the Reſurrection, = : = 
Of Salvation Approaching, — 397. 
Publican, and Phariſee, | 220, 
R. 
* Race, Chriſtian, 281.—283. 


Redemption, — — 10. 134. 168. 
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| Hymn 
And Pardon, — — 163. 227, 
Wonders of it, 130. 132. 135- 138, 139. 383. 
Regeneration, | — 154. 
See Converſion, — — 155 .— 


Rejoicing, in God, 


271. 


In our Covenant with God. — 376. 


In the Ways of God, — 377. 
In the Glory of Chriſt's Kingdom, 124. 126. 


Religion, vain without Love, 264. 
Family, — — 362. 
Repentance, — — 218. 222, 
Examined, — — 221. 
See Penitential, — 21g. & g. S. 
Reſt, none on Earth, — 180. 193. 
Looking upwards ſor it, — 100. 193. 
Weary Souls invited to it, — 146. 
Reſurrection, of Chriſt, GE - 102,—105, 
And Aſcenſion of Chriſt — 166. 107. 
General, a Proſpett of it, _ 396. 
Retirement, religious, — 365. 
Righteous, their Excellency, _ 305. 


Compared with the Wicked, — 404. 405. 
Their final Sentence and Happineſs, 410. 411. 
Righteouſneſs, from Chriſt, — 165. 168. 
Riſing, to God, 
To Heaven and heavenly Things, 207. 208. 


* 


Sabòat n, — — 306. 
See Lord's Day. — 306. & Hy. 1. S. 
Sacramental, Hymns, — 378.—380. 
Safety, in God, = 199. 201. 275. 
Amidſt Dangers and Diſeaſes, — 249. 
In Chriſt, — 122. 167. 279. 
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| Hymn 

Of Sion, — — 329. 330. 
Saints, cheir Excellency, — 303. 
Their Pilgrimage, — — 23g, 
Led to Heaven, — 285. 
And Sinners compared, — 404. 40. 
Salvation, w—————_ — 175.176. 
Approaching, 397. 
Grand Scheme of it, — 139. 
God magnified ſor it, — 179. 
By Grace, — 177. 178. 
Now, the Day of it, — — 148. 
Sanctiſication, — — 168. 
Defired, — 84. 85. 157. 158. 29g. 
Satan, repulſed, — 228. 
Scriptures, their Excellency, — 77.—83. 
Seaſons, of the Year, — 33. 31. 
Self, Examination and Reflection, 366.—368. 
Sheep, of Chriſt, — — 270. 
Shepherd, heav enly, | — 29. 30. 31. 


Showers, ſeaſonable, — — 20. 33. 39. 
Emblems of the Effects of the 9 40. 


Sick neſs, general, — — 243 
Recovery, from it, 247. 
Thankſgiving for Recovery from it, 248, 

Simeon's Song, — — 94. 05. 

Sin, original and actual, — 84.85: 150. 
The Cauſe of Death, _ 86. 
Deliverance from it deſired. 155. 158. 
And Sorrow laid before God, _ 218, 
Ana Holineſs, — — 296. 

Sinners, invited to return to God, 149. 150. 191. 

290. 300. 
Pleading for Pardon, — 222. 22g. 


Pleading for Mercy, — 215224. 


IN D E KX. 


Hymn 
Penitent accepted, — — 226. 
Impenitent found wanting, — 369. 


Their Character and State, — 404. 403. 
Their Diſtreſs in the Day of Viſitation, 406. 


Their final Sentence and Miſery, 409. 
Sion, its Safety and Glory, — 329. 330. 
Alking the Way to it, — 374. 
The Citizen ofit, — — 328. 
God's Favor to it deſired, — 52. 
Song, before Prayer, — — 32g. 
Before Sermon, _ =_ 924. 
Of Praiſe for Great Britain, , — 340. 
To creating Wiſdom, _ 27, 
Of Simeon, — — 94+ 95 · 
Of Angels at the Birth of Chriſt, go. 91. 97. 98. 
Soul, its Deſires boundleſs, 180, 186, 198. 


Care of it one Thing needful, — 19:. 
Preſence of God the Life of it, 195. 200, 


God its only Portion, — 182. 
Souls, weary invited to Reſt, — 146. 
Watching ſor them, — 343» 
Sovereignty, of God, — — 7. 8. 9. 
Spirit, of God, its Influences deſired, 288. 294. 322. 
Influences in Converſion, — 134.—139. 
Leadings, — — 1561 
Sealing, — _ 129. 172. 22 
Spring, _ 25 35+ 36 
Storm, and Thunder, _ 37. 


Submiffion, to God in Afflidion, — 240. 241. 

To the Providence and Decrees of God, 6. 242. 

Sufferings, of Chriſt, 99.—102, 381.—38g. 

Sußplication, — — 22g3.—225. 
. 


Table, furniſhed in the Wilderneſs, — 239. 


LIN. D E. X. #\ 


a Hymn 
Temptations, three chie , — 182. 
Tempted, Compaſſion, of Chriſt to them, 28g. 
Thankſgiving, for Peace, — 339. 
For Recovery from Sickneſs, — 248, 
For Vittory, _ — 337. 338. 
Thunder, and Lightning, — 97. 38. 
Time, its Uncertainty, — 181 .—184. 
Truſt, in God, — 201. 237. 238. 
- The Happineſs of thoſe chat truſt in | 
Him. — _ 47. 48. 56. 
Truth, of Gd, — — 5. 81.—8g. 
U. 
Unſruitfulneſi, confeſſed, — 297. 
Vanity, of Man, — — 183. 
Of worldly Schemes, — 181, 186. 192. 
Of worldly Purſuits, — ifs. 
Viclory, Thankſgiving for it, — 997. 338. 
iritual, — — 290. 291. 
1 Day of it, — — 406. 
vice, of God, —_ _ — 150, 
Of Chriſt to the Sons of Men, — 149. 
Of the Creatures, — — 2. 
W. 
IWatchfulnefs, recommended, — 287. 
Warfare, Chiiſtian, _ 290. 291. 
Waters, of the Sanctuary, — 3550 
Iifdom, of God in His Works, 5+ 13. 29, 
In the Goſpel, — — 140,142: 
+ Word, of God, — — 77.—8g. 


World, Renunciation of it, — 185. 186, 


IN D E X. 
Hymn 


Parting with it for Chriſt, 119. 187, 188. 
Parting with it for heavenly Things, 189. 190. 


191. 

Worſhip, public, — — 316. 
Delight in it, 3 13. 314. 16. 320. & Hy, 2. 8. 
Humble, — — 319. 
Of Heaven, — Hy. 3. 8. 
Reverential, _ — 318. 
Formality in it acknowledged, — 321. 
Opening a new Place of Worſhip, 344» 

Y. 


o 


Youth, encouraged to ſeek Chriſt, 280. 364. 
Z. | 
Zeal, for the Houſe and Worſhip of God, gig. 


2 a 31 4» 320. 325. 
In the Chriſtian Race — 


— 282. 


f 


A 


TABLE or SCRIPTURES. 
Book Ch. V. Hymn | Book Ch, V. Hymn 
2 9 18 19 362 | Pſalm 40 237 

Joſh.24 13 286 40 16 179 

1 Sam, 7 12 73 46 201 
| & 15 S. 46 10 240 

go 6 194 48 346 

1 Kings 8 27 18 48 347 
2 Chron, 15 15 376 43 8—10 329 
Job "FS: : 4 241 48 11—14 339 
7 8 3891 54 85 

| 9 2—10 7 63 8 265 

Pfalm 1 404 65 11 74 
1 495 | 65 20 
2 6—12 122 67 52 
4 4 365 67 348 
4 6—7 198 68 19 50 
8 9 73 23 195 
% 17 78 19 239 
8 61 78 393 


| 
; 
U 
N 
1 
5 
2 
G 
: 


Book 
Pſalm 


Prov. 


—— — — . 4 


A ö Kc. 
Ch. V. Hymn Bock Ch. V. Hy ma 
104 23 | Prov, 8 17 354 
104 32 , 12 26 305 
107 31 49 Iſai, 8 9-10 33s 
197 285 10 3 4 
111 12 33 1 401 
116 12 248 35 Ke 375 
118 24 310 41 10 236 
119 298 42 16 270 
179 293 349 
119 7 "49 55 1—2 142 
room GY” mh 
122 31g | bo 20 205 
122 314 Jer. 4 1—2 290 
126 166 2 8 3 
139 213 y 3-74 272 
120 227 $8: 26 75 
132 344 8 74 
132 342 Lam. 3 40 3 
133 304 | Ezek. 47 8 355 
130 57 Dan. 1 uy 369 
9 8 377 | Holea 2 6—7 yoo 
138 301 | Micah 7 ; 238 
1.39 14) 2 162 
139 15 | Hoggai $2 9 326 
139 16 Zech. G*- 32 278 
139 17—18 51 5 dh 2 110 
139 24 | att, „„ 270 
145 7 3 —12 267 
14 18 1 268 
146 5s | 6 39 41 
140 2 63 6 21 42 
147 33 9 33 280 
147 34 11 28 146 
147 39 13 16 113 
148 43 20 28 128 
143 2 23 34 40 
14 3 25 4 303 
149 254 25 41 . 409 
150 44 2 — 105 
140 58 | 28 19 371 

8 4 149 | Matk 10 4 135, 


: AL ihe add thats att at cd 


ch. v. Hymn | Book, Ch, 
| Ne 10 47 "= 1 Cor, 13 
; Luke 2 10-12 89 | 2Cor. 4 
- | 1419 90 5 
4 2 13—14 9! | 
1 2 14 98 12 
' 2 2 95 n 
f x "2 Galat. : 
| , 4 18—19 93 4 
6 19 115 6 
10 30—37 302 1 
, en © 
10 42 191 0 
13 33 190 "A od 
12 35—38 2 Philip. 1 
14 23 384 3 
| 4 19—23 385 Coloſſ. 2x 
15 13 217 : , I 
f 1 32 226 3 
| 1 10 220 | 3 
” 24 6 103 Titus 2 
| John 164 3 
| | * ' þ Hebrews 2 
| 3 1 137 3 
' 6 20 231 it 
| 6 68 167 13 
| 7 37 145 13 
8 30 276 13 
8 36 277 | James 2 
| 10 29—30 279 + 
| 12 32 101 | 1 Peter 1 
17 24 123 2 
' 20 13 221 2 
20 19 11 | 2 Peter 9 
PP 20 2 257 3 n 
Ads 9 2 aa& 1 4 Journ ee 170 Þ 
| 13 26 359 Revel. 2 40 291 g 
F Rom. 1 16 352 3 20 15 ; 
| 3 19—22 165 3 21 2G - | 
| 5 12 84 5 12 112 
| 13 11 397 22 16 1129 
13 14 118 22 40 ws, 
a Cor. 1 80 168 ( AP 51 
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